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| Of all the Sciences, Muſick affords us the moſt. 
_ exquiſite Delight. When the trembling Strings 
are rouch'd by a HANDEL or 4 STANLEY, 4th our 
Diſquietudes are loſt in Pleaſure: But eben 
MIR a raiſes her harmonious Voice, and tunes [ome Ml 
Love-inſpiring Strain, our Souls partake of Raps <* 
tures never before felt, and we are entranc'd in an 
Elyzium of thrilling Foy! 
Men are very rarely bleſs'd with Voices capable - 


at. 
*” ww 
B 
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of affording any extraordinary Delight; yet many, © 
by chufing ſuitable Tunes, and objerviis proper” 
Time and good Action, pleaſe euven Perſons of polite © 
5 7605 ant heighten the Glee of the maſt. javial A 
emblies. r 
believe there are very few, if any, who are not 
Admirers of this ſublime Science: And, in ſhort, be 
Who 1s not delighted with its Harmony, is not fit 
for the Cover of Men. SHAKESPEAR, hat 
inimitable Poet, repreſents the Man abandon'd 10 
EF every 
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every Thing that is Good, who is not mov'd by 


its powerful Charms. 
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he Nen who has no Muſick in hinfedll - 
And is not mov'd with Concords of ſweet Sounds, 
ls fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils. 


Iletbinks, even uſing an Argument to prove the 
. Egicacy of Muſick, in improving the Foys and 
Feigbtening the Pleaſures of Life, to à People ſo 
zgolite as the Engliſh, were like telling the parch'd 

Tnhabitants in Africa, that the Heat they felt in 
that torrid Climate, as occaſion'd by the Sun, 
doch they ſaw over their Heads. 8 
Mitb regard to the Songs in this Collection, they 
are ſuch has have been 702 at the Theatres, the 
- "£Publick Gardens, and other Places of: Entertain- 


ment, by the moſt eminent Performers, and have 


met with Approbation from the politeſt Audiences: 


Aud particular Care has been taken to inſert only 


uch as the moſt modeſt Virgin may ſing, without 


** Ccrimſoning the Cheek, BORES: * 
Je Sucteſs this Work has already met vithb, 


- affords the EDITOR an infinite Pleaſure ; and con- 


© wines bim, that Mirth and Obſcenity are net: ſynoni- 


* 


mous Terms, He therefore takes this Opportunity 
returning Thanks to the Publick, for its Fa- 
* *pourable Reception; and to afſure them, that he 
fall fteem himſclf happy, if any Thing in his 
Porer can contribute to their Entertainment. 
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For give, thou faireſt of thy Kind | | 
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If "tis Joy to wound a Lover 
If you my wandering Heart wou d find 
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I once ſaw Cupid in a Dream 
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Kind God of Sleep, &c. 


Long Time my Heart had rod! | 
Love never more ſhall give me Pain 1 
Love's a Dream of mighty Treaſure 
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Muſick, how powerful is thy Charm 


My 3 Heart, an eaſy Prize 
My Fair, ye Swains, is gone aſtray 
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No more of my Harriot, of Polly n 

Nature for Defence affords . ab 

Nature for thee has cull'd her Store 

No Glory I covert, no Riches I want 
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Oh ! Phillis, ſhame on you, &rc. «+ 
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D A M4 O:N ©5535 4: pales 
YO EAR Sylvia, no longer my Paſſion deſpiſe, > 
Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful 
ye, „ 

Nor arm thus with Terror thoſe beautiful 
Eyes; ea 
Diſdain, but moſt charming would 
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hile I with a Smile can each Shepherd ſub du,; 


n! Damon, &c. | 5 
Ac in an unguarded Hour; 
The Pride of us Women, unlimited Pow'r, *-.- - 
The Pride of us Women, Oc. | 
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once they were ſofren'd with Smiles and with Love, ll 
once they were ſoften'd with Smiles and with Love. 
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e. WREATH. 


DAMON 


Tho' Pow! r, my Dear, be to Deities giv'n, 

Yer gen'rous Pity's the Darling of Heav'n, 

Yet gen'rous Picy's, &c. 

Oh! then be that Pity extended to me; 
III kneel and acknowledge no Goddeſs but thee, 
TH Eneel, &e. 
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;.' Suppoſe to your Suit I ſhould liſten awhile, 
| And only for Picy's ſake grant you A Smile, 
And only for Pity's ſake, &c. 


q i DAMON. 

Met. es ſtop not at that, but your Kindneſs i improve, 
Fi 79 And let gentle Pity be ripen'd to Love, 

TH And let gentle Piry, Oc. 


U . 
i 4 5 Well then, faichful Swain, I'll examine my Heart, 


And, if it be poſſible, grant you a Part, 
2 And, "4 it be poſſible, c. 


D432 MON. 

5 Vor that's like yourſelf, like an AngelLexprefs'd ; 
8 or grant me but Part, and 1 Il ſoon ſteal the reſt, 
8 For rn me but Part, &c. 


BO EF 
Take heed then, ye Fair, and with Caution believe, 
7 - For-Love's an/ Intruder; and apt to deceive, 
| * For Love's an Intruder, and apt to deceive. | 
W hen once the leaſt Part the ly Urchin has gain'd, 
| + | ; You'lt per be at Eaſe, till che Whole is obcain'd, |” 
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* _ Yeu Il ne er be at Eaſe, "Lil the Whole is obtain'd. 
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The WR E ATH. <9: 


SGN <td: 4 
The LASS «with the Golden Locks. 


o more of my Harriot, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright Beauties that charm'd me 
| before; * 2 
Myſelf for a Slave to gay Venus I've ſold, . 
And have barter'd my Freedom for Ringlets of Gold: 
I throw down my Pipe, and neglect all my Flocks, - 
And will ſing of my Laſs with the Golden Locks, l 


Tho? o'er her white Forehead the gilt Treſſes flow, 
Like the Rays of the Sun on a Hillock of Snow; - © * 


Such, Painters of Old, drew the Queen of the Fair, 5 | | | 
Tis the Taſte of the Ancients, tis claſſical Hair; i 
And tho' Wiclings may ſcoff, and thd' Railler mocks. ..=- 


Yer Ill ſing of my Lafs with the Golden Locks. 
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Than the Swan, in the Brook, ſhe's more dear to ty 


Sight, % 
we . ' 1 . A 2 N Kites 
Her Mein is more ſtately, her Breaſt is more whlte 5 
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Her Lips are like Rubies, all Rubies abap. 
Which are fit for the Labour or Language of Lots,” oe 
At the Park ia the all, at the Play in 175 Box.. 
My Laſs bears the Belle wich her Golden Locks, ss 
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Her beautiful Eyes, as they roll or they floß, „ 


Shall be glad for my Joy, or ſhall weep for my Wee; 320 


ne ſhall eaſe my fond Heart, and ſhall ſooth my ſoft 


£ 


* 


. 
» 
j 


k 


6 


s. 
% 


Pain, ill 
While Thouſands of Rivals are ſighing in van: 8 
Let them rail at the Fruit they can't reach, Ike he Al 
| Fox, | - | ee 
. R { 5; C3 jo 
While I have the Laſs with the Golden Locked 
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53 | SONG III. 

[1 | HE Charms of Florimel, 

{ Jl No Force of Time or Art, 

{S/W Shall ſever from my Heart; 
But ever to the World Il] tell, | 
be Charms of beauteous Florintel. 

U i Each Rock and ſunny Hill, 

Iꝓ̃he flow ry Meads and Groves, 

1 Shall jay Myrtillo loves; \ 

{ And Echo ſhall be taught to tell, 
The Charms of beauteous Florimet. - 

$1 £5 


Each Tree, within the Vale, 


} . 1 7 . 
[7 That on it's Bark doth wear 


The Triumphs of my Fair; 


1 To future Times, in Verſe, ſhall tell, 


Ile Charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Fach Brook and purling Rill, | ſs 
- Shall on it's bubling Stream, 

Convey the Virgin's Name; 
And, as it rolls in Murmurs, tell, 


The Charms of beauteous Florimel. 


> The Syluan Gods that dwell 


Amidſt this ſacred Grove, 


. 


Shall wonder at my Love; 
While ev'ry Sound conſpires to tell, 
The Charms of beauteous Florimel, 


> 


4 SONG IV. 
IF Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment ? 
If bitter, Oh! tell me, whence comes my Content? 


- * Since I ſuffer with Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain: 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know tis in vain ; 
SITS | _— 


* 
4 


Yer ſo pleaſing the Pain is, ſo ſoft is the Dart. 


That at once it both wounds me and tickles my Heart. 


I graſp her Hand gently, look languiſhing down, 
And, by paſſionate Silence, I make my Love known 2 ' 
But, Oh! how I'm bleſt when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; 
When in . to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
And our Eyes tell 


How pleaſing is Beauty ! how ſweet are the Charms! 
How delighttul Embraces ! how peaceful her Arms! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to Love, 

'Tis taught us on Earth and by all Things above ;. 
And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield, 
For cis Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 


SONG V., 
A BURLESQUE on the fetegoing: 


F Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment ? * 
If a Poiſon, Oh! tell me whence comes my Content ? 
Since I drink it with Pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain, | ' a 
Or repent ev'ry Morn, when I know tis in vain? 
Yet ſo charming the Glaſs is, ſo deep is the Quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my Heart. 


—_ 


I take it off briskly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly — 5 I make my Joy known : 2 
But, Oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By it's ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love; 

When in quenching the old, I create a new Flame, 
Aud am wrapt in ſuch Pleaſures as ſtill want a Name. 


8 8 * 
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each other, what neither dare name. 
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SONG VI. 


: Eclare, my pretty Maid; 


# Mutt my fond Suit miſcarry ? 
With you [il toy, I'll kiſs and play, 
But hang me it I marry. 


Then ſpeak your Mind at once, 


Nor longer let me tarry ; « - 
Wich you VII toy, “I kiſs aud play, 
But hang me if I marry. 


Tho! Charms and Wit aſſail, 
The Stroke I well can parry; 


T love to toy, and kiſs and play, 


But do not chuſe to marry, 


N Melly of the Dale, 
Makes a meer F lave of Harry; 


> Becauſe when they had toy 'd and kiſs'd, 
) he fooliſh Swain would marry, 


| . Theſe fix'd Reſolves, my Dear, 


Ito the Grave will carry; 
With you I'Il toy, I'll kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry, | 


32 SONG vi 


NAN of the Vale. 


N a ſmall pleafant Village by Nature om 

I Of a few honeſt Shepherds the quiet Retreat, 
nere liv'd a young Lafs of ſo lovely a Mein, 
As ſeldom at Balls or at Courts can be ſeen: 

The ſweer Damask Roſe was full blown on he 


Check, 


The Lilly diſplay'd all its Vy hate on ber Neck; 
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The Lads of the Village all ſtrove to prevail, = 
And call'd her with Rapture ſweer Nan of the Vale. | 


Breath, EE? . 4 

Crying, "— he could hug her and kiſs her to Wn 

| cath ; | | 4 — 
And Dick with her Beauty was ſo much poſſeſs d, = 
That he loathed his Food and abandon'd his Reft : 14 
But ſhe could find nothing in them to endear, 
So ſent each away with a Flea in his Ear, 
And faid no ſuch Boobies could tell a Love Tale, 
Or bring to Compliance ſweet Nan of the Vale. 


Firſt poor Hodge ſpoke his Paſſion till quite out of iT 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay Green, 
Who late on a Frolick to London had been, 7 1 

Came back much improv'd in his Air and Addreſs, 

And boldly attack'd her, not fearing Succeſs; _ _ 

He ſaid Heav'n form'd ſuch ripe Lips to be kiſy'd,., 

And preſs'd her ſo cloſe, that the gguld not reſiſt; 

He ſhew'd the dull Clowns the right Way to aflail, 
And brought to his Wiſhes ſweer Nan of the Vale. 


SONG VII. _ = 
In the Opera of ROSA M O N i 
Se by ir ARNE . 


F "tis Joy to wound a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe ? 
V hen his Paſſion we diſcover, 


O! how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! 


This is doubly to encharm him, 
Makes him proud to be a Slave; 
What can more our Worth inform him, 
Than to heal the Wounds we gave! 


19 f 
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[ i Thus the Warrior , fam'd in Stor Yo 
| | 
5 


{ Leading Captive thro' the Field; 

Iuſtly merits double Glory, 

uy Gently treating thoſe that yield, 

=. 

\nf Te BONNY BROOM. | 
| T7 TOW blythe was I each Morn to ſee 

'% 6 My Swain come o'er the Hill ; 


He leap'd the Brook and flew to me, 
Ilz met him with good Will: 

1 ö I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 

Wen his Flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
EN 4 And chear'd me all the Day. 

the Broom, the hanny, bonny Broom, 

K { Where loſt was my Repoſe, 

wi I were with my dear Swain, 

| Y | - With bis Pipe and my Ecves. 


ne tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſo ſweet, 
The Birds flood liffning by; 


is i > Charm'd with his Melody: 
WIRE While thus we ſpent our Time, by Turns, 
4 _ Berwixc our Flocks and Play, 
> T envy'd not the farieſt Dame, 
_ Thw' cer ſo rich and gay, 
: O! the Broom, „ 


y 
4 Rs 
— ( — 

. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour; 

15 8 Cou'd I but faithful be? 
ne ftole my Heart; cou'd I refuſe 
N Whate er he ask d of me} 
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Bard Fate! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 

Gang heavily and mourn,  _ 
Becauſe I lov'a the kindeſt Swain, 

Thar ever yet was born, 
O! the Broom, the bonny, bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe, 
I wiſh I were with my dear Spain, | 
With bis Pipe and my Eaves. j 


SONG X. 
Blythe JOCKEY. 


LYTHE Jockey, young and gay, 
Is all my Heart's Delight; 
he's all my Talk by Day, | 
And all my Dreams by Night, 
And all my Dreams by Night. 1 
If from the Lad I be, @ 
'Tis Winter then with me; 
Bur when he tarries here, 
* Tis Summer all the Year, 
Tis Summer all the Year. 


When I and Jockey met 

Firſt, on the flow'ry Dale, 

Right ſweetly he me trer, 

And Love was all his Tale, 

And Love, Sc. 

« You are the Laſs, ſaid he, 

“ That ſtole my Heart from me;“ 
And look'd ſo ſweetly kind, - 
That I my Heart reſign'd, 

That I my Heart, Ec. 8 
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I'm glad when Jockey comes, 

Sad when he gangs away ; 
"Tis Night when Jockey glooms, 
But when he ſmiles tis Day, 

But when, Ec. 
When our Eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh, and faint; 
What LaſsArhat wou'd be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind, 


Can better tell her Mind. N 
Haugbiy STREPHON. 


—_— * 8 


E Gods that round fair Celia wait, 
From her bright Eyes to bring our Fate, 

Bear to the Nymph my ſofteſt Sighs, 

ad rell her, her Adorer dies: 

But if that won't her Pity move, 
And ſhe, proud Thing, diſdains to Love; 
Then let her know tis all a Lye, 

* haughty StrepPon ſcorns to die. 


SONG XI. 
DAMON and PHILLIS: 
4 DIALOGUE. 


DAMON. 
0 Phillis, ſhame on you, to ſerve a Swain ſo, 
+ It 1 


Vou promis'd laſt Lammas, you very well know, 
d- ſtay on *all Chriſtmas, our Hands ſhould be 

N in d, 
And "tis Aiaſummer now, Phillis ; why ſo unkind ? 
Why, why Phillis, why ſo unkind ? 


1 


— — —— = — : —ꝙꝓ 7Vx 
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PHI 
True, Damon, I promis'd I own it——what then? 
[y Mind has ſince alter'd—how fairhleſs are Men? 
Fou vow'd to be conftant, and yet t'other Day, 
ho ſwore that young Lucy was ſweet as the May? 
Sweet, ſweet, was ſweet as the May | 


DAMON. , 
'hen Phillis grew coy, When ſhe left me forlorn, 
nd was ſinging to Collin beneath the green Thorn; 
Lad, jealous and fretting, pray who was to blame, 
wich Lucy I trove to make Phillis the ſame ? 
Strove, trove to make Phillis the ſame ? | 


P.HT1L LA 


ike the Bee that goes roving to riffle the Spring, 
ou pip'd to each Damſel, to me you would ſing; 
lik'd the ſweer Lay, for I thought ir ſincere ; 

t why does Paftora ſo oft' drop the Tear? 

Why, why ſo ofc drop the Tear? 


D A MON. 
rom my Heart, let me tell thee, I proudly eſſay d 
o conquer each beautiful, inſolent Maid; 
he Garlands they wreath'd at thy Feet are reſigu d: 
his, this is my Pride, then is Phillis unkind ? 
Then, then, then is Phils unkind ? 


P HILL I $*: 
ow frail the Diſguiſe a fond Lover wou'd try! _ 
ow weak the thin Snare, that the Soul would belye ! 
ence, hence with Suſpicion, away from the Grove, 
nd prove at the Church that Truth waits upon Love ; 
Prove, prove, Truth waits upon Love. rn} 


— 


- 
* 


BOTH, 
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!, Hence, hence with Suſpicion, away from the Grove, 5 
And prove at the Church that Truth waits upon Love; 3 

Prove, prove, Truth waits upon Love. | - 


ed. eta mow 
bm 
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SONG XIII 


| Tor loves Mary paſſing well, 
© Bur Mary ſhe loves Harry,” 


1 


EF an felon, - ies 4 a ar” 
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While Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
1 And finds his Love miſcarry : ＋ 
Por bonny Bell for Thomas burns, | Te 
41} .Tho' Mary flights his Paſſion ; . I \ 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the Turns Ty 
UN Of Human Inclination. ; | If 
; As much as Mary, Thomas grieves ; WE In 
1 * Proud Hal deſpiſes Maryj; EPS. . 
And all the Flouts which Bell receives | re 
| [: From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: : | I - 
18. Thus all by Turns are woo'd, and woe, Bu 
MNor Furtles can be truer; | If 
$7 Each loves the Object they purſue, | 
Baut hates the kind Purſuer. Jo 
 Aoll'gave Hal a Wreath of Flow'rs, 1 
WE! Confign'd to Bell, and in few 


Which he, in am'rous engl 
ours 


It came again to Molly. 
one of all the four has frown'd, | — 291 
- You ncer ſaw People grummer ; 
If one bas ſmil'd it catches round, fs 
And all are in good Humour. & 


Then Lovers hence, this Leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh Nation, 
How much tis every one's Concern 
To ſmile a Reformation. And 
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- Whatever Objects ſtrike ye; » / 


Be Kad to them who fancy you,” 
| Thar thoſe you love may like ye. 
| \ * 2 ; WE a 4 


* 


SONG XIV. A 8 
F you my wand' ring Heart would find, 
That Heart you ſay is like the Wind, 

That: varies. here, that wanders there, 

To every Nymphychat's kind and fair; 

I ſay, if you this Heart wou'd find, 

Turn to your on unſettled Mind; 


If &er it wanders, tis to be, g 5 

In wand' ring conſtantly with thee. 

How can it ſettle, when you fly, 

And ſhun this faithful Votary .? © ä 

It oft a Nymph that's fair doth find, 1 

But never yet the Nymph that's king © 8 

If you wou'd fix this wand'ring Heart, } 27, ©". 

Join it wich yours, 'twill ne'er depart; -.- + © +5008 
ut in the Pangs of Death "cwill prove, - ..;, 

It wander'd but to fix your Looy. 


* 


OU tell me I'm handſome, I know not how: true, © © 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd tog 
That my Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in uns:, ö; 
And my Voice like the Nightingale's ſweetly in Tune: 

All this has been told me by twenty before 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 


. 
7 - 
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If Beauty trom Virtue receive no Supply, . 5 ns 
Or prattles from Prudence, how wanting am 
© . 


* 


— — 


- 
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My Eaſe and good Humour ſhort Raptures will bring, | 


And my Voice, like the Nightingale's, know but a Li 
| it} -_ Spring: ET OG} NT A\ 
. ! For Charms, ſuch as theſe, then your Praiſes give o'er, 
Jo love me for Life you muſt love me for more, 
| if To love me for Lite, SS. 
If Then talk to me not of a Shape or an Air, 
For Chloe, the Wanton, can rival me there; | 
+1: *Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, 4 
And brightens good Humour, as Sunſhine the Day: 
4 1 For that if you love me, your Flame may be true, / 
And J, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 5 
I. And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. Y, 
"v2: | - A 
1 * SONG XVI T 
(4:38 5 * | A 
k 9. 3 he | | . T. 
(LPS N vain I try my ev'ry Art, ; 
A Nor can I fix a ſingle Heart, HE 5 7 
$34--<- . Yer I'm not old or ugly, 2 He 
Wa. Yerl'm not old or ugly: - I a 
Let me conſult my faithful Glaſs, 7 | I 
18408 A Face much worſe than this might paſs, O. 
Miethinks I look full ſmugly, -S:£Er>bezs 80 
Miethinks I look full ſmugly. | . . 
ret bleſß d with all theſe pow'rful Charms, At 
Tue young Palemen fled theſe Arms, 
Tat wild unthinking Rover, | 
| 5 1 That wild, Ec. , „ q 
Hope, filly Maids, as ſoon to bind EM 
The rolling Stream, the flying Wind, 1 
As fix a rambling Lover, EN Far £ 
23 Ix, Se. 75 3 > 3 Cc 


Bat hamper'd in Ge Marriage Nooſe, ._ | 
in vain they ſtruggle to ger looſe, e 


— 
be - * * \ 
wy _ - 


e WRE AT. H. 
And make a mighty Riot) 
And make, c. 


Like mad Men how they'll ſtamp nnn, 


Awhile they'll ſhake their Chains and ſwear, 2 
And then lye down in Quiet, 61588 
And then lye down in Quiet, © - 2 


n 
4 LOVERs RESOLUTION:” 


S Cloe came into the Room t'other Day, * 
Al peviſh began, where fo long cou'd you ſtay? 
In your Life- time you never regarded your Hour; 
You promis'd at Fwo, and pray look, Child, tis Four 
A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures mor Wheels, 


Tis enough that *cis loaded with Baubles and Seals; $128 38 


A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear: 


Thus far I went on with a refolute Air. « 


Lord bleſs me, ſaid the, let a Body but ſpeak; © 


Here's an ugly hard Roſe-bud fallen into my Neck :; 
It has hurt me and vext me to ſuch a Degree 
See here, for you never believe me, pray fees: e 


1 9 * 


And welcome in the ay; 
Come, Paſterelia, now the Spring 
Makes ev'ry Landskip gay. 1251 
. | . . 4. A 
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| Wide ſpreading Trees, their leafy Shade B 
3H O'er Half the Plain extend: | 2 
Or. in reflecting Fountains play'd, 
TH]: Their quiv'ring Branches bend. | - 
Wick Come, taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, : A 
HIT And bleſs the riſing Year ; 3 A 
Oh! how my Soul grows ſick of Time, A 
1348 Till thou, my Love, appear. a | N 
ben ſhall I paſs the glad ſome Day, H 
119 Warm in thy Beauty's Shine; FI | A 
When thy dear Flock ſhall ſport and play, 
nid And intermix with mine. | | A 
J For thee of Doves a Milk-white Pair, 8 5 
74 In ſilken Bands I hold; 8 z M 
Per thee a firſtling Lambkin fair, A 
[123M keep within the Fold. | 
Wy is Jf Milk-white Doves Acceptance meet, Bi 
17 Or tender Lambkin pleaſe; C 
Muy ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, V 
Wi Be ofter'd up with theſe. A 
WT - ; SONG XIX. 4 
6 „ e ee RL, 

9 1 : EY LE ſing to my Lover all Night and all Day, 
He's ever good-humour'd, and frolick, and gay, 
11 Voice is as ſweet as the Nightingale's Lay, 

i ; And a bonny young Lad is my Feckey. | 

10 He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 

and praiſes my Eyes, my Lips, and my Hair, 

1 Koſe, V iolet, nor Lilly, with me can compare 

El #8 Ig this be to flattter, tis pretty, I ſwear : - 3 

x it And a bonny young Lad, &c. . = Be 


, 
— * 
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And a bonny young Lad, Se. oy —_— 


At Eve, when the Sun ſecks repoſe in the Weſt, * 


; 2 _ = : ; wy 1 | * 
1 . 2 n 
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He kneel'd at my Feet, and with many a Sigh, 
He cry'd, Oh! my dear, will you never comply t 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do ic, In die. 

I trembled all over, and anſwer d, not I; 


Around the tall Maypole he dances ſo near, 

And Sannets of Love the dear Boy can repeat; 
He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe, and diſcreet; _ 
His Looks are ſo kind, and his Kiſſes ſo ſweet; 

And a bonny young Lad, Sec. X ; 


And May's tuneful Chorifſts-all «kim to their Neſt, - 
When I meet on che Green the dear Boy I love beſt, © 
My Heart is juſt ready to burſt from my Breaſt; 14 
And a bonny young Lad, Oc. „ | 
But ſee how the Meadows are moiſt'n'd with-Dew; ... . 
Come, come, my dear Shepherd, I wait but for you; 
We live for each other, both conſtant and true, 

And taſte the ſoft Raptures no Monarch e er knew ; * 
And a bonny young Lad is my Jockey, 1 
And a bonny young Lad is my Fockey. 


SONG XX. — h 5 
LO THA ˖ Vip 
Ainly, now, ye ſtrive to charm me, 
\ All ye Sweets of blooming May; 


How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia keeps away, e 
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While Lotharia, &. g* 
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Go, ye warbling Birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye Clouds, the ſmiling Sky: 
Sweeter Notes her Voice can give me; 
Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye, 
Softer Sunſhine fills her Eye. 


SONG XXI. 


| ADVICE w th LADIES. 
| [i Fee ye Fair, nor take it wrong, 


If aughe too much I do; 


Fermit me while I give my Song, 
To give a Leſſon too; : 
Loet Modeſiy, that Heav'u- born Maid, 


Your Words and Actions grace; 


*Tis this, and only this, can add 


New Luſtre to your Face. 


*Tis this which paints the Virgin Checks 


Beyond the Pow'r of Art; 


And ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks 


The Goodneſs of the Heart: 


This Index of the virtuous Mind, 


Your Lovers will adore ; 


| "Tis this will leave a Charm behind 


When Bloom can charm no more, 


| 17 2 I ſpir'd by this, to idle Menn 


Wich nice Reſerve behave; 


— 


* 


And learn, by Diſtance, to maintain 


The Pow'r your Beauty 17 ve: 
For this, when Beauty muſt decay, 


Lour Empire will protect; | 
The Wanton pleaſes for a Day, . 


But ne er creates Reſpect. 
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be WREATH. 


521 With this their ſilly Tefts reprove, 
| When Coxcambs dare intrude; 

Nor think the Man is worth your craving 
Who ventures to be rude+ 

Your Charms, when cheap, will ever pall; 
They fully with a Touch; 

And tho” you mean to grant not All, 
You often grant too o much. * 


* 


But patient let each virtuous Fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, 

Whom Heav'n has doom'd het Heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth: 

For him alone preſerve her Hand, 
And wait the happy Day, 


When he with Juſtice can command. 
And ſhe with Joy obey. . 
SONG XXII. 


LOVE awd CONSTANCY. 


1 ONG Time my heart had roy d, 
laconſtant as the Wind; 
Each Girl I ſaw I ſwore I lov 45 
Till one my Heart confin'd: 
The Maid was blythe, way young and fair, 
From Affe ctation free; by; 
No Imperfection did appear. F 
While ſhe look'd kind on me, NN 
While ſhe look'd kind on me. 12323430 


When her my Pain I told, 
And all my Heart corifeſs d 
The Inſolence of female Pride r OE nr 
Her cold Difdain exprefs'd; + 7 1 
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ne Beauty I eſteem'd before 
Appear'd Deformity, 


Each Charm I thought a Charm no more; 
She was unkind to me. 


Fond Youth, forbear; no more FE 
The Sexes Weakneſs ſcan; 
*T'was not Inconſtancy or Pride, bigs 
But Trial of the Man. | > | 
When Time had rage my Flame ſincere 
She own'd-the ſame for me: 
Not Love alone can win the Fair, 
But Love and Conſtan cy. 


SONG XXIII. II. 
MUSIC K md BEAUTY. 

F Muſick and of Beauty's Pow'r | 
I doubted much and doubted long: Ye 


The faireft Face, a gaudy Flow'r; - For 
An empty Sound, the ſweeteſt Song, 3 


Give me, I cry'd, the Verſe that warms, 
VUntortur'd into ſenſeleſs Sighs ; 

* And let me gaze on brighter Charms, - 
The painted Bow, or Ev'ning Skies. 


1 „ AR 
1 war thus I talk'd, and thus I thought, 
=. Moſt rationally wrong, a 
Jin porverful Love a Wonder wrought, 
And thus ſubdu d the Throng. 
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Her tuneful Voice Niretta rais'd, 

And ſung ſo ſweer, and ſmil'd ſo gay; 
At once I liſten'd, and I:gaz'd; 7 
And look'd, and heard my Soul away, 
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To ber of all his beauteous Train, 125 1 N 
This wond'rous Pow'r has Love alhgn'd, 

A double Conqueſt to obtain, : | 
And cure at once the Deaf and Blind. 


————ů— 
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SONG N 7 a 


SYLVIA. 


AY, Sylvia, ſhall I ſpeak or die, 
My Heart is burſting wich a Sigh? - 
Let it have Vent; ah! hear the Flea: 
Ot Love aud ſtrict Sincerity. 
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The Swain who tells his Paſſion beſt, 
Is ever thought to feel it leaſt; 

Yet muſt my coward Heart begin, 

For Silence ne'er can Beauty win. 


— ̃ — 
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1 It is our Duty firſt to ſpeak, 
5 The Forms of nice Decorum break, 
| Tae Bluſh of yielding to prevent, 
Pk And from a Languiſh ſteal Conſent. . ET 
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To wrack my Brain for Simile, 

Or ſtrive to liken àught to thee, 1 
Would Eloquence, not Paſſion prove; 1 
Vour Likeneſs would divide my Love. 
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Safe then the Lilly and the Roſe, W 
Since, uncompar'd, may Sweets diſcloſe 2 * 
If Hs conquer d, it ſhall be | 
By Love and ſtrict Sincerity. | : 
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Te WREATH, * 
SO NG XXV. 
The AS 8. 
USH adout the brisk Bow), 'twill enliven the 


-KHearr, 
While thus we fir round on the Graſs; 
The Lover who talks of his Suff rings aud Smart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs. 


The Wretch who firs watching his ill- gotten Pelf, 
And wiſhes to add ro the Maſs; | 
W hace'er the Curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
* Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd, Sc. ; hy ( 
The Beau who ſo ſmart with his well powder'd Hairy | 
An Angel beholds in the Glaſs, 
Ard thinks with Grimace to ſubdue all rhe Fair, 
May juſtly be reckon'd an Aſs, 
"May juſtly be reckon'd, Soc. 


| "WW Am 
The Merchant from Climate to Climate will roam, be 
Of Crœſus the Wealth to ſurpaſs, The 
And oft while he's wan'dring, my [Lady at Home © Daly 
Claps the Horns of an Ox on an Afs, ' 
Claps the Horns of an Ox, Eee. * 
3 $2464 1 
The Lawyer ſo grave when he puts in bib Plez, s The 
With Forehead well cover'd with Braſs; Be The 
Tho! he talks to no Purpoſe, he pockets your Pee; 
There you, my good Friend, are the Aſs, * 
There FR my good F riend, Sc. Toe 
Anc 


The 


The WREATH  &# h 


The formal Phyſician who knows every Ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this Claſs; _ 
The ſick Man awhile may confide in his Skill, 
ch But Death proves the Doctor an Aſs, 
0 But Death proves the Doctor, &c. 
Then let us Companions be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our Bottle and Laſs; . 
For he who his Pleaſure purs off for a Day 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Aſs, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an Ass. | 


SONG KXVI. a 
COLLIN's Invitatim wo CALIA; 
RISE, my Celia ; come away ; 

The chearful Spring begins To-day : 


Bleak Winter's gane, with all her Train 
Of chilling Froſt and dropping Rain. 


Amidft the Verdure of the Mead, 

The Primroſe lifts her Velvet Head; 
The warbling Birds, the Woods among, 
Salute the Seaſon with a Song. 


The cooing Turtles, in the Grove, 
Renew the tender Tales of Love: 

The Vines their infant Tendrils ſhoot; 
The F ig-Trees bud with early Fruit, 


All welcome in the genial Ray e 
Come, with thy Collin; come away: er 
Together let us range the Fields, . 
The And view the . the Vineyard yields. * 


48 The WREATH. 
There i in cloſe 1 Shades, . e t act T 
By purling Rills on roſy Beds, rs 6 
Ne'er minding of the Noontide Ray, SN. B 
We, II love the fultry Hours Nb 5 4 - 
: 8 O NG XXVII. 8 HI; — 
| $ 
, The FOND HUSBAND. 
N Days of old, as Poets tell, 
That Orpheus went down to Hell 
"To ſeek his Wife, nor could he gueſs, 
To find her in a likelier Place: 
47 Down he went ſinging, as they ſay, 
And trolling Ballads all the Way. 109 
No wonder that——the Reaſon's clear, Tobi A: 
17 For then he was a Widower. Ä n AA 
+ 448 | M 
N Timber and S Speed aid fly, | 
After his noble Harmony: | | 
| Wl The felf-fame Thing I've ſeen befal ; | | . 
TH) - "The woeful'ſt Scraper of them all. * «oj Hibs 
po Hell he came, and told his Caſe, ; TT * 
1 Torment and Pain ftrait quit the Place; Fare 
Each Fiend was happy, when compar d +; "4x6 W 
if 1 Wich ſuch a wretched, wedded Bard. 1 
1 0 
if * h Plato, with his Requeſt comply d, - F 
But him to theſe Conditions ty'd, | 
That he ſhould take, but not Lack on her; | Tt 
Both hard Commands to Man of Honour. Is | 
So on the loving Couple went; | W 
Hue led her up the ſteep Aſcent: | 1 
w⅛iq For when the Man does downward ſtray, . | SI 
| 5 The Woman _ leads the WAY þ ire. 
| La 4 . = "9 The | 
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The fond Wretch rurn'd his Head roo ſoon: 
If 'ewas on Purpoſe, 'twas well done; 

But if by Chance, a Hit indeed, f 

That did beyond his Hopes ſucceed. 
Happy the marriet Wiglit that cer —— 
Once comes ro be 4 Widower; 1 5 

But twice of one Wite to get free, 

Is Luck in its Extremity. 


SONG XXVIIL 
The DREAM. 
OME, gentle God of ſoft Repoſe, 


And lull my Soul to Ret -  _ i 

In tny Embraces let me loſe | | 
The Pangs that wrack my Breaſt, LES 
Ariſe, ye dear Deceits, ariſe; "Div 
And dreſs'd in Damons Form, „ 


My long- expecting, wiſhing Eyes, 
With his Reſemblance charm. 


Thoſe melting Sounds ſtill let me hear, — 
Which did his Flame impart, „ > „ 

Which bleſs'd with Love my liſt'ning Ear. 
And pierc'd my yielding Heart. NR 

Why rove my Thoughts on pleaſmg Cares 
Which only Dreams beſtow ? 72 

For, Oh! wheue'er the Morn appears, AT 1-575" 


I wake to endleſs Woe. 
The envious Light, trom my fad Eyes, 


Drives ev'ry Joy away; | 
With Night the lovely Phantom flies, 
And leaves me loſt in Day. 1 
Since waking then I am diſtreſs“ dd. 

And Plealure's ffed with him; Papas Be! 
If ſleeping I can ſtill be bleu, 
Let Life be all a Dream, © 
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SONG XXIX. 
DAMON CEL IA. 


O Celia thus young Damon ſaid, 

« See here a molly Carpet ſpread,” 
And then her Hand he preſs'd ;._ 
% Free from the World's enquiring Eye, 
« Here lurks, my Dear, no buſy Spy;“ 
He look'd, and ſigh'd the reſt. 


She ſtarted with a faint Surprize, | 

While Pleature Sparkling in her Eyes, 
* Sure Damon does not mean: 

The Shepherd ſtopt her with a Kiſe, 

Ard claſpt her panting Breaſt to his, 

« My Dear, we are not ſeen.” 


2992903 een 


2. 


Then by a Thouſand Kiſſes more, þ 
A thouſand tender Oaths he ſwore, pr 
His Love ſhould never end. | 
She call'd on ev'ry Pow'r above, H. 
None heard her qhut the God of Love, [ 
And he was Damon Friend. V 
„ And is there then no Help?” ſhe ſaid; © Y, 
« By Damon thus to be betray'd !* "Tl 4, 
Ihen hung her Head and bluſh'd: 32 


« Oh! Damn, Damon, yet be good: 
The Shepherd ſmil'd, and ſwore he wou'd: 
She ſig lid, and all was huſh'd. 


Yao 


SONG XXX. 


Ould'{ thou all the Joys receive, 
| That enraptur'd Lovers give? 
Take a Heart from Falſhood free; 
Take a Heart that doats on thee. 


- 0 


— — 


JH IW.REWTS 31 
Nice Suſpicion's jealous Train, 
Still creates the Virgin's Pain: 


Then each timid Care remove; 
You Can ſmile, and I can love. 


Bleſt with thee, profuſely gay, 
Time ſhall wing his ſmiling Way; 
Ever blooming Joys encreaſe, 
Tranquil Liberty and Peace. 

Oh! let Kindneſs rule thy Breaſt, 
Smile my panting Heart to Reſt: 
Sweetly ſmile, and thou ſhalt know, 
We can make a Heav'n below. 


S ON G XXXI. ; 


INCE Fenny thinks mean her Heart's-Love to deny; 
And Peggy's uneaſy when, Harry's not by, | 
I'll own, without bluſhing, were all the World by; * - 
And Willy's #e Lad, the Lad fr me; NZ 
and Willy's the Lad, be Lad for mo. LET FP 


He brought me a Wreath, which his Hands did com- 
pole, 8 A 
r Dale-loving Lilly was twined with, the 
ole; 252714! 3 eee and 496 2 ts 2 

Young Myrtle in Sprigs did the Borders, incloſe ;- .. - 


And Willy's the Lad, &c. 1 e [773 


_ 


cc Exp hors, faid he, is my Paſſion expreſs'dg;,.. 7 
* The Roſe, like your Lips, in Vermillion, is drefs*d;;- Ml 
And the Lilly, for Whiteneſs, may vie wich your 

«c Breaſt *? : * . 
And Willy's the Lad, cc. 2 


Theſe Ribbons of mine here his Gift at the Fair: 
My Mother looks croſs, and cries, Fanny, beware!“ 
But d ye think I regard her! Not, I, I declare; 

And Willy's the Lad, &c. © | | 3 
E 2 Beneath 
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Beneath a tall Beach, and reclin'd on his Crook, 

I. ſaw my dear Shepherd, how ſweet was his Look ! 
He ask d for one Kiſs, but a Hundred he took! 
And Willy the Lad, &c. 


I cry'd, “ You're too rude,” with affected Diſdain, 
+ For early in Life we're inſtructed to feign. © 
He made me no Anſwer, but kits'd me again; 

And Willy's the Lad, &C. | 


Then what can I do? Inſtruct me, ye Maids, ._. 
When a Lover fo cloſely, fo warmly in vades, 
Whoſe Silence as much as his Language perſuades ; 
And Willy's the Lad, vhe Lad for me; | 
And WW illy's the Lad, the Lad for me. 
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Sweet Tranſports in my Boſom riſe, 

y Feet forget to move, 1 
My Feet forget to move: | 

She too declines her lovely Head, 

Soft Bluſhes o'er her Checks are ſpread, 

Sure this is mutual Love e 


* 


My beating Heart is wrapt in Bliſs 


© Beneath the ſilent Grove, 1 
Beneath the ſilent, Sc. in 

She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 5 

Ver Anger dwells not in her Eye; 

Sure this is mutual Love! 

Sure this is, Se. 2 
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Hene'er I meet my Celia's Eyes, bnd 


Sure this is mutual Love! e ne YH VS IEA 


Whene'er I ſteal a tender Kiſs, 0 gnÞ 3 


WARE ATH 33 


And once, O! once the deareſt Maid, 
As on her Breaſt my Head was laid, 
dome ſedret Impulſe drove, 
Some ſecret Impulſe, Oc. 
Me ! me! her gentle Arms care!s 4 
And to her Boſom Cloſely prefs'd 
Sure this 1s mutual Love ! 25 
dure this 4 „ ec. 30 4 


And now, "tranſpurted*wich her Charme, 
A ſoft Deſire my Boſom warme, 

Forbidden Joys to prove, 

Forbidden, Joys, r. 
Trembling, for — the ſhould comply, 
She from my Arms prepares to fly, i 

Tho' warm'd wich. mutual Love » 73 Þ 

Tho' warm'd Wit, Osec. 
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« 1 tay, I cry'd, let Hymen's Bands 
« This Moment tie our willing Hands, 
« And all thy Fears remove, 
« And all thy Fears remove.” 
A modeſt Bluſh Conſent expreſs, | 
And now we live ſupreamly bleſS'd,  _ 5 7 9 
A Life of 1 Love, 
A Life of mutual Love.. „ 
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SONG XXXIT. 
Y un Strephon, a She pherd, the Pride of che Plain, 


Each Day is emp 9 my Kindneſs to gain; 
He takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew; 


I always reply, that his Courting won't do. 


% 


He ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more Kind. 
And exhauſts, in my Praiſe, all the Wit of his Mind: 
I fay I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go; 
He asks me ſo oft, that I rudely ſay, No. 
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To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's Day, the dear Loutb, 
1 tell him ! plighted my Faidi and my True; 

Tat Wealth cannot Peace and Contentment be ſtom, 

And my Heart 1s another's, ſo beg he will go. 
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That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and Gold, 
And the Heart that is honeſt can never be ſold; 
That I ſigh not for Grandeur, but look down on Show, 
And to / yrſis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him, No. 
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He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 

If his Suit I prefer not he inſtantiy dies 
He gives me his Hand, and would force me to go; 
I pity his Sufferings, bur boldly ſay, No! 


9 
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I try to avoid him, in hopes of ſweet Peace, 
Hie haunts me each Moment to make me ſay, Ves: 
But To morrow, ye Fair Ones, with Thyrſis I go, 
And truſt me, at Church, that I will not tay, No. 45 
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o 
PHILLISs COMPLAINT. 


VE Warblers, while Herepbon I moan, 

Io chear me your Harmony bring; 
BY . Unicfs, ſince my Shepherd is gone, 
WE You ceale, like poor Phillis, to ſing. ERS 
Fach Flower declines it's ſweer Head. HY 
Nor Odours around me will throw, 5 
While ev'ry ſoft Lamb on the Mead Kies 
Seems kindly to pity my We. 
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Each rural Amuſement T try 

In vain to reſtore my paſt Taſe; 
What charm'd when my Hrephen was by, 5 
Has pow aft eite Bower to pleate, =o . neg 
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The WREATH. 
Ve Seaſons, that brighten the Groves, p 
Not long for ge Abſence we mourn; 


0 But Strephon ne Es me, and rbyes; 5 = 
„ He roves, and will neyer return. at, 


s gay as the Spring is m Dear, 7 95 

1 5 a ſweet l P combi c;; 
1 His Smiles, like the Summer, can chear; 
how, Ah! why then, fike Winter, ukkind-: 
x Unkind he is not, I can prove. —— 
But tender to others can be; N & 

To Celia and Chhe makes love, ©1954 3562 

Ard only Nene to me. 
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8 c wi the Kant Sead a 
That ever pip'd on flowery Plain, bY 
Or dane'd upon the E e 

The wanton Kid with game ſome Bound, 

That frolicks o'er the turfy Ground. 
Was nc'er fo blyrhe « as he. | + 


Beneath hd Oak, by Pösher Dale, "4 
You'd think you heard the Ni ghringale | 

When e'er he rais'd his Vote e 
But, ah! the Swain was all Deceit, a E 
His Vows; his'Oaths; were all a Cheats... i d 

And Choice fucceedet Choice, © 9 e 


The Maidens ſig, in Willow Groves, 
Ot Collin's falſe and, perjur'd Loves + 

Here Jenny rold her Woes :, FS SE 
And 1/oggy's Tears encrefs'd the Brook: 8 "74 eg A -a- 
W hole Cheeks likedying Lillies look, ot 002, 72-1 00 
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That Once out-bluſh d the Roſe. 127775 Tor ; 5 n 2 4 
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In choĩceſt Lays that I may praiſe 
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" Unhappy Fair, WO 5 pL ts 3 E oy 
S0 happ no Sw: e Hopes = 3907 20M 
And leave you to'deſpair ;,.._ 1: | 1 1 
Ere he diſcloſe his fickle Mind. " 
Change firlt yourſelves; for, Ah! 399 find | 
Falle Collirs ev Ty. where. Ay & 
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1 Seck not at once in a pemale de nd 

The Form of a Venus, wich'Pallas's' Mind: 

„Let che Girl that I love have but Prudence in View, 
That, tho' ſhe deceiye, I may ftilh think her true. 
Be her Perſon not beauteous, bur pleaſing and clean; 
Let her Temper be cloudleſs, and open her iges 
By Folly, ill Nature, or Vanity le 895 
Nor indebted to Paint, for White or for Red. 


8 To 


May her Tongue, that dread Weapen i in ol of th 
Sex, 

Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex : : 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown, at x Jeſt, [: eng 

For Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I dejeltt :, | 

May her Humour the Taſte of the Compan hit, 

Not affectedly wiſe, or too pert, with her oy i 

Go find out the Fair that is form'd on my Plan, 

And I'll love her for ever, I mean if 1 '- © FF 


SONG XXVII. 14.54 
N A NNY- of. the Hill. wy ad 


Sſiſt me ev'ry tuneful Bard, 
Oh! lend me all your Skill, 


4 


Dear Nanny of the Bill; 
8weet Nanny, dear Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill. 

| Hoy 


ne WREATH. 


ow gay the glictering Beam of Morn 
45 N che chryſtal Ri, n 
But far more bright than: Mornimg Lighr 
Shines Nanny of the ES: ES vs 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of che Hill. 


7 


/ 


ne gayeſt Flow'r, ſo fair of late, 
The Ev'ving Damps wall kill; 
But ev'ry Day more treſh and gay 
Bloons Nanny of the Hill; 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny) 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill, 
Old Time arreſts his rapid Flight, 
And keeps his Motion ſtill, 
Reſolv'd to ſpare a Face fo fair 
As Nanny's of the Hill; I" 
Dear Nanny's, ſweet Nanny's, t 
Dear Nanny's of the Hill. ey 


— 

— —— 
SF ot n 
— — 


1 
o 
7 
* 
* 
4 
12 
I" 
7 * 
1 
y Y 
7 
1 
A 
8 
| 
# 
* 
* 
[1 


4 
a 
'y 
{ 


o form my Charmer Nature has 
Exerted all her Skill; — A* 
ith Beauty, Truth, and roſy You 
Deck'd Nanny of the Hill,; 
Deck'd Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 
Dear Nanny of the Hill. 
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\nd now around the feſtive Board 
The jovial Bumpers fill; * 
Each take his Glaſs to my Dear Laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the Hill 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, 


Dear Nanny of the Hill. 
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$ The WREATH. 


S0 NG xXxXXVII. 


ELL me, Pride of this Creation, 
Are thy Paffions all at Reſt; 

Feel'ſt thou no fond Palpicarion,” 
ke the panting in my Breaſt, 
Too tender far to be exprelt: 
Tell me, Celia, tell my rg " 
Doſt thou love? or doſt thou hate? {> 
Sweetly ſmile, wich Approburion,”* = * 20 
Leſt thou kill wich the Relation: Gans 
See me ghing, 
SEE me dying, 5 
To enjoy thy matchleſs Charms: 

O! take me, take me to thy Arms. 
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Kind ly, Celia, leave Fosſion: ha 
Why that Bluſh ? thoſe down cat Ex TIM 
Yield thee, Love, to ſoft Pertualiony |: |» "ol 
On thy Breaſt alone ke-liess/. . ll 
To ſave the Wrerch who fondly. dies. „ 4221 
Heav'n! what rapt'rous Scenes 7 8 
See the undiſſembled Tear! 6 | 
Each dear Nerve wich Tremor thrillirg 
And her Eyes, how ae killing! 


1 | ' 

Syeer Con feſſion; Yo A t, AK 

Paſt Expreſſion: „ 0 N bond 
Grateful may I live to pro vg 4 [ 


How much I doar, how much I love. 
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$0XG XXXIX. N 
Th HIGHLAND: L DDE 
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BE Latpland Lads chink the are fine, x4. 28:1 
Bur Oh!] they're vain and wy gaudie ; 
How: much unl ke that graceful Mie 


And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie. 
8 O ny 


The WREATH. 
O my honny Highland Le die, 8 
My Nane ſmiling Highland Laddie; 
May Hleav'n ſtill guard, and Love reward, 

The La land Laſs and her Highland Ladadie. 


If T were free at Will to chuſe, 

To be the wealthieſt Lawland Laidy, 

I'd rake young Donald in his Trews, _ 
Wich Bonnet blue and belted Plaidy. 

O my benny, &c. 611 09 | 14 


The braveſt Beau in Burrogus- Tocun, 

In a' his Airs, with Art made ready; 
Compar'd to him he's but a Clown, 

He's finer far in's Tartan Plaidy.  -.. 
O my benny, &c. Nr nad 


O'er Benty- Hills with him T'll run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Daddy; 
Frae Winter's Cauld, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. e - 


A painted Room and filken Bed, 

May pleaſe a Laculand Laird and Laidy; 
Bur I can kiſs, and be as glad, 

Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy. 
0 my bonny, ce. 


Few Compliments between us paſs, 
i ca him my dear Hiehland Laddie, $M) 
And he ca's me his Lawland Laſs, 70 | 
dyn rows me in beneath his Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. | 


Nae greater Joy I'll &er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which veer ſhall end, 


While Heav'n preſerves my Highland Ladd ie. 
O my 


60 the! WREAT * 
O my benny Highland Laddie, 1 
My handſome, ſmilim Hig hland Laidie;; B 
May Heav'n ſtill guard, Tl Love reward, 

The Lawland Laſs and ber Highland Ladaie. H 


# 8 0 N 0” XI. | 1 
y HIGHLAND LASSIE. £ 
HE Laculand Maids go ſpruce and fine, | 
Bur ofc they're ſow'r and percly lawcy ; : 
So prond-they never can be kind, 
Like my good-humoar'd yan Lain 
0 my bonny Highland. Laſſtey | 
Ay hearty, ſmiling Highland Laſſie; 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 3 
But Bloom of Youth frill * my Laſſe. 


Fore any Laſs in Faro; Town, 
Who makes her Cheeks with Patches moties 
I'd rake my Katie with one Gown, , 
Bare- foored in her little Coatie. . 


0 my bonny, &c. 


The Mountains clad with putyle Bloom 
And Berries ripe, invite my Treaſure ; 

Enamell'd Flowers breathe Perfume, 
And court my Love to rural Pleaſure. 


0 my bonny, &c. 


Come, lovely Katie, come away, Hh 
We'll chearful range-the flow'ry Meadows ; ; 
Thy Smiles ſhall gild each live-long Day, 
And love and Truth for ever bed us. 
O my bonny, &C. 
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The WREATH: 


Beneath the Brier, or birken Buſh, 
When e'er I court, or kiſs my Beauty, 

Happy and blythe as one would wiſh, 
My flutt'ring Heart goes pitty-patcy. 

O my bonny Highland Laſſe, 

My bearty, ſmiling Highland Laſſe ; 

May never Care make thee leſs fair, 


But Bloom of Youth ſtill bleſs my Laſſie. 


SONG RXLI. 
V  »y PEGGIE, if des die 


OVE never more ſhall give me Pain, 
A My Fancy's fixt on thee ; | 
Nor ever Maid my Hearc ſhall gain, 
My Peggie, if thou die. | 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, . | 
Thy Love's ſo true to me; | - + 
Without thee I ſhall never live, : 24 
My Peggie, it thou die. | = 


If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaſt, 
How lonely ſhall I ftray ? 
In dreary Dreams the Night I'll waſte, , 
In Sighs the filent Day : 7 
Ine'er can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch Perfection ſee; 
Then Fl] renounce all Womank ird, 
My Peggie, after thee. | 


No new-blown Beauty fires my Heart, ky - 
With Cupid's raving Rage; 1 
But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart 
Muſt all the World engage: Fs 


Benen 


4 


62 Phe WREATH. 

*T was theſe that, like the Morning Sun, 
Gave Joy and Life to me ; 

And, when ic's deſtin'd Day is done 

With Peggie let me die. 
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Ye Pow'rs that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in ſuch Pleaſures ſhare ; 

You, who it's faichful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair: * 
Reſtore my Peggie s wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
I'm loft, if Peggze die. 
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SONG XLII. 


S Damon and Phillis were tending their Sheep, 
The Swain on a Cock of new Hay fell aſleep ; 
The Nymph, in a Frolick, ſtepp'd behind an Oak, 
5 wg 3 how young Damon would ſeem when he 
woke: | 
Not long ſhe'd. been there e'er the Swain ope'd his 
Eyes; 
And, not ſeeing Phillis, was ſtruck with Suprize ; 
- He ſnatch'd up his Crook, and ran wild o'er the Plain, 
And thus he enquir'd of each Nymph and Swain: 


Have ye ſeen e er a Shepherdeſs tripping this Way, 
As bythe as the Spriog, and as bright as the Day, 
Jn ruſfer Apparel, yet grand in her Mien, | 
Reijembling. in Beauty, the fam'd Cyprian Queen: 
Two Lambkins, Milk-white as her Boſom, I'll give, 
Let me bur ſome Tydings of Ppillis receive; 

And, it ve ask more, be ſo generous, ye Swains, 
Rettore me the Nymph ye ſhall kiſs for your Pains. 


Thus 


ne . wail 


Thus he ſpoke, but no Tydings of Phillis cou d hear, 
Then back to his Flock he return'd in Deſpair ; 

To the Oak, when ſhe ſaw him, the Wanton did go; 
And, when he came near her, pop'd out, and cry'd, 
Bo ! — | 
Both Joy and Surprize at once ſtruck the poor Swain, 

Enraptur'd he gaz d on his Phillis again: 
He chided a little; ſhe ſmil'd at his Care; 
So each gave a Kiſs, and made up th' Affair. 


SONG XL. 
The TIPPET. 


N low'ring Clouds the Day was dreſs'd, 
The wini'ry 'Tempeſt blew, 
When Fanny o'er her ſhowy Breaſt 
A Sable Tippet threw: _ PT _ 
Then Cupid thus ſaid, ' Naked 1 DW 
Muſt bear the piercing Wind, | 
Beneath that Tipper let me lie, 
And kindly Shelter find. 


That trifling. Favour ſhall be thine, 
The pitying Maid reply'd ; 
But firſt that uſeleſs Bow reſign, 
7 And lay thoſe Darts aſide. 
The joy ful God with eager Haſte 
The graceful Fair obey'd, 
And on her ſoft delicious Breaſt, 
His ſhiv'ring Limbs he laid. | 5 


At length I taſte a Joy ſincere, 

. Cry'd. out the happy God; 

O let me, living ever here, 
Maintain this bleſs d 2 7 
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Our meaner Actions muſt expreſs 


The WREATH. 

But foon he felt more piercing Cold, 
Than e'er before he knew; 

And, forc'd to quit his heav'nly Hold, 
He ftrait to Paphos flew. 


pe 

SONG XLIV. 

Bright CEL IA, Charms. T 
T 


ELIA's bright Charms no more I'll chuſe, 
Nor for my 'Theme the Feats of Men ; 
Our Ladies. Wit employs my Muſe ; 
Oh! kind Apollo, guide my Pen. 


Our ſhameful Folly, when 'tis writ, 
That Men this Age conſulted Dreſs, 
While Ladies ſtudied Shakeſpear's Wit. 


Coxcombs ſhall liſten to the Stage, 5 
By you inſtructed, Wits commence ; 

Ev'n Beaux your Beauty ſhall engage, 
To join the Banner of good Senſc. 


Strive, Britons, ſtrive t' improve the Mind, 
Make Wit, not Dreſs, employ your Care, 
Since nothing in this Age, you find, 
But Wit and Senſe can charm the Fair. 


No more ſhall Merit's Paſſion fail, 

Since Beauty, Wit and Knowlepe prize, 
W boſe bright Example ſhall prevail, 

And make it Faſhion to be wiſe, 


SONG 
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' SONG XLV. 
LOVE df L ERASE TL 


1 


ELL me, ye Gay, ye Brave, ye Wiſe 
Ye Strangers all to Celia's Eyes, 
W hoſe Hearts are ever tree; 
Tell me, how ſhall a wounded Swain 
The Conflicts of his Mind reſtrain, 
Twixt Love and Liberty. 


Wich conſtant Care my Flavia charms, 

And courts me to her willing Arms, 
The trueſt Nymph is ſhe: 

My rebel Heart, ſtill unconfin'd, 

To all her fond Endearments blind, 
Seeks Love and Liberty. 


A Victim falls to Celia's Shrine, 

Who reigns alone with Pow'r divine, 
Deſpotick een of me: 

And, ſpite of all my conſcious Shame, 

My guilty Eyes reveal my Flame, 
I've loſt my Liberty. 


O hear me, cruel God of Love, 
Propitious to thy Suppliant prove, 

Ah! let me ſtill be free: 
Grace Flavia with her Rival's Charms, 
Or bleſs me in my Celia's Arms, 

With Love and Liberty. 
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SONG KXLVI. 
YOUTH ad BEAUTY. 


k THILST Youth and Beauty join to pleaſe, 
The preſent Bliſs er joy; 

Yourh flies, and Beauty ſoon decays, 4 

And Time on ev'ry Charm will ſeize, + 

Then, Celia, be not coy. 
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Behold the Lilly as it grows, 

White as thy ſnowy Breaſt; 
Obſerve the fragrant bluſhing Roſe, 
Such rival Sweets thy Lips diſcloſe, 

View theſe, and make me bleſs'd. 
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When Nature's in her beſt Array, 
In Spring's gay Robe ariir'd ; 

When ſmiling Phœbus gilds the Day, 

Like thee they ſhine, like thee look gays 
And are like thee admir'd. | 
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But when bleak Winter's chilling Shade 
Deforms the gloomy Sky, 
Their Bloom decays, their Glories fade, 


Low is their Pride of Beauty laid, 
They droop their Heads and die. a 
SONG XLII. | 
| The CONQUEST. 
| 4 X THEN Beauty and Wit at firſt did conſpire 
Wich Art and Addreſs, to inflame my Deſire, 
k + Great Love did unveil all Jenny's bright Charms, 
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And fix'd me at once a Slave to her Arms. 
| Fer 
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The WREATH. 


Her Smiles firſt attracted new 4 5 and Pain; 


I trembled and fear d, leſt I ſhould not obtain; 


But my Paſſion declin'd, and no longer the pleas'd, 


For now ſimple Molly a Conqueſt has ſeiz'd, 


Her Innocence, join'd with Sweetneſs and Youth, 


At once now declare her good Nature and Truth ; 


Admir'd by all, yer ſhe artleſs appears, 


And ſcorns with Diſdain fam'd Jenny's gay Airs. 


In Raptures all gaze, and with Pleaſure declare, 
Such Sweetneſs as her's diſpels ev'ry Care: 

Even now faithleſs Harry, a Stranger to Love, 
Admires in her, what he ne er cou'd approve. 


SONG XLVIII. 
The ROSE. 


WEET are the Flow'rs that deck the Field, 
Sweet is the Smell the Bloſſoms yield; 
Sweet is the Summer Gale that blows, 
And ſweet, tho' ſweeter you, the Roſe; 
And ſweet, tho' ſweeter you, the Roſe, 


Survey the Gardens, Fields and Bow'rs, 
The Buds, th@ Bloſſoms, and the Flow'rs ; 
Then tell me where the Woodbine grows, 
That vies, in Sweetneſs, with the Roſe? 
That vies, in Sweetneſs, with the Roſe ? 


SONG XLIX. 
CHLOE SLEEPING. 


E ſtill, ye Winds, Chloe's aſleep, 
| Ye murm'ring Waters gently glide, 
Ye mofly Banks your-Verdure keep, 


Ye Flow'rs appear all in your Pride, 
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Raiſe, raiſe ye Songſters of the Grove, 
To Harmony, your little Throats : 

Each Wiſh, each latent Paſhon move, 
Wich all your thrilling, am'rous Notes. 


— 
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Your leafy Arms, ye Beaches, ſpread, 

| Ard with the Elms and Oaks entwine, 

W hilſt fragrant Dews drop on her Head, ; 
From Roſe-buds and the Eglantine. 
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Morpheus ſtrew the Poppies round, 
In leaden Sleep confine her faſlt ; 
Her Mariile's looſe, her Zone unbound, 
Ye Graces revel round her Waiſte. 
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Auſpicious Cupid, guide me there; 

O lay me gently on her Breaſt : 
*Tis dore—and the all-charming Fair, 
Aſleep, unknowing is poſſeſs'd, 


High revelling in vaſt Delight, 


118 anting, ſighing, dead I ſeem'd. | | By 
pF © Strephon, ſhe cry'd, (wak'd in a Fright) Bal 
1 Ist you - O Lord! I thought I dream'd.” -- W. 
. SONG .. W 
wt! | Flo 
"I FALSHOOD REPROV'D. K 
TH ® 
1.0 Vaunt, ye Prudes, whoſe artful Eyes, din 
11 Vour inward Sentiments diſguiſe; 
145 W hoſe tutor'd Lips your Thoughts conceal, W 

143 And ſtifle what your Boſoms ＋ Dr 
11 Whoſe Hearts aſſume unnat'ral State, An 
And Man, for whom you're made, would hate. — 
1 Th 
11 Sac 
1 dae 
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The WREATH. 


My ſparkling Eye and bluſhing Cheek, 
With ar.leſs Innocence ſhall ſpeak : 

My Tongue ſhall never fear d impart, 

E Untcign'd, the Language of my Heart; 
And gen'rous as a Virgin can, 

[ll ever treat a gen'rous Man. 


SONG I. 
he TOP 


\ \ THEN the roſy Bowl ! drain, 


Tranſports revel in each Vein ; 
Warbling to the vocal String, 
Some gay Air I warbling fing. 
When J flood my Soul with Wine, 
Cares Ito the Wind reſign ; 
Let ir Sea or Sky deform, 
My calm Breaſt ne'er feels a Storm, 
My calm Breaſt ne'er feels a Storm, 


When in Wine my Cares I ſteep, 
Balmy Odours round me weep ; 
Whilſt entranc'd in Beauty's Arms, 
Venus, J adore thy Charms. 

When in Wine I drown my Care, 
Flow'ry Garlands I prepare; 
And, when wreath'd with od'rous Joy, 
ding, ye Gods! how bleſt am I! 

ding, ye Gods! c. 
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When I drain the ſpacious Bowl, 
Drinking I enlarge my Soul ; 
And with young Men ever gay, 
Dance and am as young as they 
Sinking thus a Flood of Wine, 
This dear Bleſſing I,make mine; 
Life's ſhort Pleaſures to enjoy, 
Sad or merry, all muſt die, 


dad or merry, all muſt die. 


7 ne WREATH. 
1 3 
THE . SONG II. 
0 * 1194 5 R 5 4. ' 
F 34 ; 4 
WE 4 PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
1 . 
: of Mi + 7 ; - . 1 
| 48 h 481. haſte, Phillis, haſte, tis the Firſt 01 
| of the May; | h ; 
— 14 Hark, the Goldfinches ſing, to the Wood let's away: 


41+ 
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' We'll pluck the pale Primroſe, and, ſtart not my Dear, 
F2. lk I've ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear, 
live ſomething to whiſper alone in your Ear. 
| | 33 
' Excuſe me, fond Swain; it has often been ſaid, 
The Wood is unſafe for a Maiden to tread ; 
And a wicher'd old x9 one Day I eſpy'd, 
Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, and ſaid ſomething beſide, Nel 
Bid me ſhun the thick Wood, Ec. oy 


H E. 28 


"Tis all a mere Fable, there's nothing to fright, 
There's Muſick all Day, and no Spectres at Night: 
No Creature but Cupid, believe me, is there; 

And Qupid's an Urchin, yon ſurely can't fear, 

And Cupid's an Urchin, Ec. 

| 8H. 

For all I could ſay, when arriv'd at the Wood, 
Who knows your Deſigns? you might dare to be rude; 
So [ bid you farewel, and confeſs I'm afraid, 


- Left Cypi4 and you are too hard for a Maid, 
Left Cupid, &c. | 
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H E. 


His Dictates you wiſely at once ſhou'd approve 4 
For, pray what is Lite? *cis a- Pain without Love: 
Think how Youth, like the Roſe, tho' ungather'd, will 
fade ; 
Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old Maid, 

Then quickly comply, Ec. | ; 


SHE. 


By Language as artful poor Daphne was won; 

Thus courted, ſhe yielded, was trick'd and undone : 
And rather then truſt the fine Things you have ſaid, 
Let my Beauty decay, and I die an old Maid, | 
Let my Beauty decay, Cc. 


=— 

Believe not I'm faithleſs and falſe as the Wind, 

I'm be true as the Turtle, as fond and as kind; 
Will lead you to Pleaſure untaſted before, 

And make you my Bride: Can a Mortal do more? 
and make you my Bride, &c. 


beſide, 


195 | 
S H E. 

hen at once I comply, for I cannot ſay No; 

o. morrow to Church with my Shepherd I'll go, 
Jo the Wood next, tho' Cupid fo ralk'd of be there, 
With Joy I'll away, and adieu to all Fear, | 
Wich Joy Fil away, Oc. ; 4 
rude; 

S HE. 

e Nymphs, to the Wood never venture to go; | 

Till the Prieft joins your Hand, you muſt anſwer, 
No, No. | 8 
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£13 8 „ * 
*# Ye Swains, ſhould your Fair Ones be deaf to yu 
# fill, wo 
1 You muſt wear the ſoft Chain, then they'll go when — 
| of | vou will, | þ 
we: You muſt wear the ſoft Chain, then they'll go when f | 
htc! you will. 
ih SONG Ll. 

11 rf ROT ER. - F< 
1 5 N all the Sex ſome Charms I find, In 
1 . I love to try all Womankind, : | / 
1465 The Fair, the Smart, the Witty, Mo 
as: The Fair, the Smart, the Witty : A 

Dine In Cupid's Fetters moſt ſevere, All 

19. J languiſh'd out the long, long Year, 5 

4. The Slave of wanton Kitty, 

111 The Slave of wanton Kitty. | _ 

4 At length I broke the galling Chain, = 

1 And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, | T 

of © One conftant Scene of Folly, ne 

„ One conſtant Scene, & c. 1 

5 I vou 'd no more to wear the Yoke, Lack 
"1 But ſoon I telt the ſecond Stroke, * 
14 And figh'd for blue-ey'd Polly, 
EL 18 And high'd for, Sc. 

4 1 1 With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue IC 
11 Young Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, | d] 
1037 That lives in yonder Alley, \die 
lh 1 That lives, Sc. Fo 
1 I} | _ Then Cupid threw another Snare The 
1 2 | And caught me in the curling Hair | Th 
lll! Ok little tempting Sally, un 
Wis, Of little, Sec | 1 Bu 

3h Fe | Ado 

4 
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Adorn'd with Charms tho? blythe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, | 
| This Heart of yielding Metal, 
to you This Heart, Sc. | 
And now ic wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 
But never more will ſertle, 


But never more will ſettle. 


Where 


Where 


SONG. r 


97 EL LA and Flavia ev'ry Hour 
Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 
In Stella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd : 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


tella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands: 4 

ike eaſtern Ty rants Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren Sands. | 

hen boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store; 5 

Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 

Will give to Htella more. | 


SONG LV. 


ICK of the Town, at once I flew e 
To Contemplarion's rural Seat, | 
Adleu, ſaid I, vain World adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 

he moſs-grown Roof and matted Floor, 

all theſe I had twas mighty well, 

But yet I wanted ſomething more. 
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the WREATH 


* 


Back to the buſy World again 


I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, | 
Quiet of Heart and Peace of Mind: 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour 
My Eyes with Admiration fill; 
The World ſeem'd all within my Pow'r, 
But yet I wanted ſomething till. 


Cities and Groves by Turns were try'd, 
'Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale; 

Celia at length became a Bride, 
A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 

All Natuxe ſmil'd, tlie Gloom was chear'd, 
Damon was kind, I can't tell how, 

Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 


SONG LVI. 


The NONPAREIL. 


HO" Chloe's out of Faſhion, - 
Can bluſh and be ſincere, 
III roaft her in a Bumper, 
If all the Belles were here. 
W hat tho' no Diamonds ſparkle, 
About her Neck and Waiſte, 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue 
The lovely Maid is grac'd, 
With ev'ry ſhining Virtue, & . 


In modeſt, plain Apparel, 
No Patches, Paint, or Airs; 
In Debt alone to Nature, 


An Angel ſhe appears: 


From gay Coquets, high finiſh d, 
My Chloe takes no ules, 

Nor envies them their Conqueſts 
The Hearts of all the Fools. 

| Nor envies them, Ec. 


Who wins her muſt have Merit; | 
Such Merit as her own : "of 4 
The Graces all poſſeſſing, | 
Yet knows not ſhe has one. 
Then grant me, gracious Heav'n, 
The Gifts you moſt approve ; 
And Chloe, charming Chloe, _ 
Will bleſs me with her Love. 
And Chloe, &c. 
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SONG Lvn N 
The SHEPHERD's COMPLAINT, ” 


PRING returns, the Fawns advance, 
Leading on the ſprightly Dance ; 
Ver the Fallow, o'er the Glade, 

Thro' the Sunſhine, thro' the Shade; 
Whilſt I forlorn and penſive ſtill 

dit fighing for my Daffodil. 


See the wanton Nymphs appear, 
Smiling all, as ſmiles the Year; 
Sporting, print where'er they tread, 
Daiſy Ground, or Primroſe Bed; 
WhilR I forlorn, Sc. | 


Now the Swain _ wat'ry Shoe 

Bruſhes by the Mornin = i, 

4 er Love to ** 

From reſh-blown Cowſlips to his Fair : 
Whilſt I forlorn, Ge. : 


, G2 Gentle 
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Gentle Nymphs, forſake the Mead, 
To my Love for Pity plead: 

Go, ye Swains, and ſeek the Fair; 
This, my laſt Petition, bear; 
Whilſt I forlorn, &. 
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Sweeteſt Maid that eber was ſeen 

Dance at Wake, or trip the Green, 

See a love- ſick, ſighing Swain; : 
Here my Vows; relieve my Pain; 


„„ bl 


a m4 #4 % - i. —_ * ws _ SY — = — 

r ere. 

* * * 
> or na — , . — E * : a - 

7 a : 2 2 — 
ts 3 1 1 5 * — 
. — 

2 5 < 


AS 


— 
I : 


— 7 p42 
2 — oj 

- 

* 


2 


* 


3 


+108 Or, with your Frowns, for Pity kill, 
1 Too charming, cruel Daffodil. 
7H SONG LVIII. 
1155 F Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 
168 Let Damon urge his Claim; | 
1 ie feels the Paſſion, void of Art, i 
1 The pure and conſtant Flame. 
if $944 Tho' ſighing Swains their Torments tell, 
44 Their ſenſual Love contemn, 
| HAT They only prize the beauteous Shell, by 
1 But ſlight the inward Gem. 
W Poſſeſſion cures the wounded Heart, 
M Deſtroys the tranſient Fire; 
Riz Bur when the Mind receives the Dart, 
6 Enjoyment whets Deſire. 
1k Your Charms each laviſh Senſe controul, 
11 A Tyrant's ſhort-liv'd Reign; | 
But milder Reaſon rules the Soul, 
31! Nor Time can break the Chain. 
| 1 | Wh 
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The WREATH. 
e your Beauties will decay, 
our Mind improves with Years ; 
As when the Bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip'ning Fruit appears. ; 
May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my Suit, 
And bleſs each future Hour; 


That Damon who can taſte the Fruit, 
May gather ev'ry Flower, 


SONG LIX. 
DAMO, Fax 
F flatt'ring Love, if wild Deſpair, 
Should Triumph o'er a Virgin's Breaſt, i 
The ruſhing Tides would Storms raiſe there, 3 
The raging Floods deſtroy her Reſt. 


7 

Innocence, thou unerring Guide, i 

Conduct us to ſome pleaſant Grove, 
Where we in Safety may abide, 


To perfect all the Joys of Love, 


Near ſome cool Bank, near Hillocks green, 
Far diſtant from the gaudy Train, 

Where Silence dwells and Jay ſerene, 
Where'Bliſs ſurrounds the happy Twain. 


Welcome would be that rural Scene, 
Where rowling Rivers run between : 
Welcome would be that Spot of Ground, 
Where wand'ring Willows circle round, 


SONG LX. 
0 CULON 


Lovely Maid, how dear thy Pow'r ? 
At once love, at once adore : ? 
Wich Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt, 


B 
7 While ſokteſt Love inſpires my Breaſt. 


fe WREATH. 


This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, 
Confeſs their am'rous Maſter thine: 
Theſe Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion play, 
Firſt make me love, ard then betray ; 
Firſt make me love, and then betray. 


„6 


Yes, charming Victor, I am thine ; 
Poor as it 1s, this Heart of mire 

Was never in another's Pow'r; 

Was never pierc'd by Love before, 

In thee I've treaſur'd up my Joy; 
Thou canſt give Bliſs, or Bliſs deſtroy ; 
And thus I've bound myſelf to Love, 
45 While Bliſsor Miſery can move; 

4 - While Bliſs or Miſery, Ec. 
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1 | e 
o © hold I ne'er poſſeſs thy Charms, 
„ Ne er meet my Comfort in thy Arms: 
I-53 Were Hopes of dear Enjoyment gone, II 
Still would J love, love thee alone: | 
But like ſome diſcontented Shade, U 


151 That wanders where it's Body's laid, 


Mocurnful I'd roam with hollow Glare, 
PForever exil'd from my Fair; 3 80 
Porever exil'd from my Fair. 
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| SONG LXI. 
e WATCHFUL LOVER. 
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F ev'ry Sweet that glads the Spring, 

A Tribute to thy Charms Pll bring; | 
I'll imitate the buſy Bee, | U 
To make a fragrant Crown for thee. 
WH, When from the Plains we're chas'd away 
By the fierce God that rules the Day, 
| III lead thee ro rhe Shades and Streams, 85 
To ſhield thee from his ſcorching Beams, 
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And 


None watch ſo well as thoſe that love. 
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And when to Reſt her Eyes incline, 
Nor Light, nor they, no longer ſhine; 
The faireſt Fleece of ev'ry Sheep, 

My Love ſhall preſs in peaceful Sleep: 
From all the ils thac Night invade, 
I'll guard the dear, the beauteous Maid; 
My tender, faithful Care ſhall prove, 
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SONG LXI. 
The LOVERS WISH. 


[TH beaureous Arminta ranging. - 
Where balmy Fragrance breath'd around, / | 
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Where various Odours, Colours changing. . x 
Perfum'd and beautify'd the Ground 0 ? 
I pluck'd a Roſe, whoſe Sweets exhalings | | 


Diffus'd Ambrofia thro? the Air; 
VV hoſe damask Bluth rhe Eye regaling ; 
Courted the Wiſhes of the Fair. 
Soon as the blooming, captive Flow'r, 
Was ſtolen from its lovely Bed, 
telt the Thorn's revenging Pow'r, 
Aud thus to my Arminta ſaid: ITN - 
Come, quickly come, and eaſe my Anguitſh ; 
„ Your gentle Hand to mine apply: | 
« On your Account in Pain I Ianguiſh, 
Jo you I now for Succour fly.” 


With tender Haſte, the Nymph directed 
A Needle to the wounded Part; 
But, while ſhe eas'd the Place affected, 
The Thorn was driven to my Heart, 
vince this, alas! is my Condition, : 
And ſhe can cure my Wound alone, - 
May the continue my Phyſician, 
And to my Heart apply her own, © SONG 


The WREATH. 


ene ee 
The FAITHFUL LOVER. 


IAD I but the Wings of a Dove, 
Enraptur'd I'd haſten away, 

And quickly repair to my Love, 

. Whoſe Beauties enliven the Day. 

Bring ſoon from the Hamlets again, 

Ye Gods, her I ask for my Wife; 
Without her I'm ever in Pain, 
And reliſh no Pleaſure in Life. 


— 


r 


Ah! cruel Decree of hard Fate, 
To keep me ſo long from my Fair; 
Come, pity my deſolate State, 
And baniſh all Thoughts of Deſpair. 
With her, Oh! what Scenes I en) 
Of Mirth and good Humour all ay : 
Such Bleſſings as never will cloy, 
WES, Nor Ceaſe till our Souls leave the Clay. 


1 SONG LXIV. 
hi ; H! Che, thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Breaſt, 
2 Since I parted from thee I'm a Stranger to Reſt: n 
I fly ro the Grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return: 
#| The Fields all around me are ſmiling and gay: s 0 
But they ſmile all in vain, for my Cloe's away: | 
WT The Field and the Grove can afford me no Fate, 
But bring me my Cle, a Deſart will pleaſe, 
Baut bring me my Che, a Deſart will pleaſe. ny 


x } f No Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 
am cold to the faireſt, tho' glowing with Charms: 
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In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, 
Theſe are no: the Looks of my Clot, I cry : | 


Theſe Looks, where bright Love, like the Sun, 'firs 


enthron'd, -- 
And, ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round: | 2 
Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my Charmer, ama d: 
Thus view'd thee with Wonder, and lov'd while 1 gaz'd, 
Thus view'd thee with Wonder, &c. 


* 
- 


* 


Tien, then the dear Fair One was {till in my Sight, 
It was Pleaſure all Day, it was Rapture all Nignt ; 
But now, by hard Fortune, remov'd from my Fair, 
I: ſecret I languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair : 

But Abſcnce and Torment abate not my Flame, 


My &l:e's ſtill charming, my Paſſion the ſame 3 | 
()| would ſhe preſerve me à Place in her Breaſts { 
Then Abſence would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be bleſt, 


Then Abſence would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be bleſt. 5 


SONG LXV. 


SK if yon Damask Roſe be ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient Air; 
Then ask each Shepherd that you meet, 

If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, will the Vulture leave his Prey, 
And warble thro' the Grove? 

When wanton Linnets quit the Spray, 
Then doubt thy Shepherd's Love. 


The Spoils of War let Heroes ſhare ; 
Let Pride in Splendor thine; 

Ye Bards, unenvy'd Laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


— 


82 The WREATH. 
s ONG LXVI 


PHILLIS has each enchanting Art 
That can the Soul enſnare; 

Firſt wins her Lover's eaſy Heart, 

Then wracks him with Deſpair. 


With tempting. Looks and flatt'ring Smiles, 
Too ſoon a Conqueſt gains; —_ 
Makes him a Slave to all her Wiles, 


Then leaves him in his Chains, 


Imperious, ſhe does tyranize, 

And wounds each harmleſs Swain: 

Firſt ſooths his Hope with matchleſs Joys, 
Then gives eternal Pain, 


Te Youths, who han't already known 

The Magick of her Eyes, | 

Be rul'd, and from the Enchantreſs run, 
Left you become her Prize. 


; The Hook does lie beneath the Bait; 
With Smiles ſhe'll draw you on : 


But ſoon you'll find, when tis too late, 


- You're by her Frowns undone, 
| * 


SONG LXVII. 


The FAITHFUL . SHEPHERD. 


| HAT have I done ye Powers above, 


To merit thus your Hate? 
Why will you force me from the Plains, 
* To live in odious State ? 


Forgive m 
Ms if 

For, had 

You ha 


Oh! ſhe's 
That ev 
Che is the 
The Lo 
My Choe's 

(Tho' c 
\s is amol 


The Go 


Do not my 
For the! 
Or does th 
It's won 
day, does | 
Still fait 
und on it' 


My oft' 


Perhaps, e 
You ſad 
And, thin 
You dre 
Ur ſilontly 
You to 
here I, 
A Garla 


Ur elſe, pe 
Some Ri 
And, laug 


To feed 


poreive me, Courtiers, if I flight. 
os ſplendid Joys and you, 

For, had you ſeen my Cloe's Charms, 

You had been Shepherds too. 


Ion! ſhe's the lovelieſt, ſprightlieſt Laſs, 
That ever danc'd the Plain : 
She is the Envy of each Nymph, 
The Love of ev'ry Swain. 
v Cle's known above the reſt, . 
(Tho' clad alike in Green) 
\s is among the Huntreſs-Train, 
The Goddeſs, by her Mein. 


Do not my Flocks, O! Charmer, ſay, 
For their loſt Maſter grieve ? 

Or does the Brook, now I'm away, 
It's wonted Muſick give? 

day, does the well-known Oak remain 
Still faithful ro my Flame, 

\nd on it's wounded Bark preſerve 
My oft' ſung Clee's Name: 


Perhaps, &er now, beneath it's Shade 
You ſadly penſive lie, 

\nd, thinking on your Colin's Fate, 
You drop, at leaſt a Sigh : 

Dr ſilently, to vent your Grief, 


here I, you know, one Ev'nin le 
A Garland for your Hair, At 


Ur elſe, perhaps, my Choe walks, 
Some Rival by her Side, 
und, laughing, tells of our paſt Loves 
To feed his wanton Pride. 


me WREATH. 


You to that Grove repair, \ 
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O! no; forgive me ſuch a Thought, 
For Nature ne'er deſign'd, 

That ſuch a lovely Form ſhould match 
With an inconſtant Mind. 


Methinks I hear you ſay, “ Since you 
© My Conſtancy approve, 
« Why leave not you the noiſy Court 
„ For Innocence and Love:“ | 
Yes, Cloe, yes, if ever I 
My Liberty regain, ' 
Till leave the Court, with all its Noiſe, 
And take the Crook again. 


5 SONG LXVIII. 
The VISIT. 
| I Went to ſee my Dear, but ſhe 
h 


No ſooner ſaw my Face, 
an, in Diſdain, ſhe turn'd away, 
And left me in a Maze. 


I follow'd, ask'd her what might be 
-. The Cauſe ſhe ws'd me ſo; 
She look'd upon me ſullenly, 
And; pouting, bid me go. 
% Pox take your jilting Tricks, ſaid I, 
« Have | this Scorn deſerv'd ? ; 
Have I done aught? if not, then why 
% Am I thus baſely ſerv'd ?” 


All in a Rage, I curs'd and ſwore, 
Io turn my Love to Hate; 
Reſolv'd that I would never more 
Come near the baſe Ingrate. 
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A; that ſhe caſt a fempring Smile, 
And ſhew'd me ſuch new Charms, 
1 ood to think upon't awhile, 
Then fled into her Arms. 


SONG LXIx. 


1MON, for Love ſtill meets Diſdain, 
D The Nymph makes no Return; 
All ſhe affords, to heal his Pain, 

Is to reward with Scorn. 


„ 
The more he begs ſhe'd hear his Vows, 
The more ſhe ſtill denies; 
The faſter he her ſteps purſues, 
She {till the faſter flies. 


At length ſhe leaves her haſty Flight, 
And turns to meet the Swain; 

Surpriz'd ſhe's now to find him light, 
What he purſu'd, with Pain: | 


My Crime, ſhe cries, I ſee too late, 
| ſhew d my Flame too ſoon; 
It I had till repaid with Hat; 

Id had him ſtill my owns | 


Ye lovely Nymphs, in Time beware; 
Nor yield your Hearts too ſoon, 


Leſt my unhappy Fate you fare; 
And are, like me, undone '» 
( id ne 255% 


SONG LXX. 


K. Delia, when I tell the Pain 
Which I endure from thy Diſdain, 
Art thou not touch'd at my Complaint? 
H 


—— — — 


86 The WREATH 
Ah! didſt thou know the Pangs I feel, 


l To what vaſt Height my Sorrows ſwell, 
f For Pity you'd relent. 1 
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When at the glad Approach of Day, ES 
All Nature looks ſerene and gay, | A 
And the pleas'd Birds their Joys proclaim; 1 
Then riſing Griets my Boſom rend, The 
And ev'ry mournful Hour I ſpend 'Tis 7 
8 1s not 
In ſighing out thy Name. Boe oh 
2 Tis not 
j Say, Charmer, can'c this Torment move Have r 
Thar Heart, which ſeems averſe to Love, | 
To grant ſome Eaſe to my Deſpair ? 'Tis not | 
Say, tuft I hope no kind Return? There's 
Muſt I with fruitleſs Paſſion burn? | Tis nor l 
And you as cruel be, as farD?!ꝛ0·ũ ʃ050ũ1. Like a 
| „„ Her Voice 
. SONG LXXI. Tis bo, 
ä CURLS | In hort, 
XIYILE I, fair Delia, view thy Face, Of Celia 
| And ev'ry Charm admire, | | 
Thy Eyes a Thouſand 3 raiſe, 
And burn me with Deſire. PASS 5 
a r OAST 
Tranſported thus, thou lovely Maid! ,, . ;;- To 
av ith Fleaſure 1 gaze en, „%% n inn 4 The Chart 
Till by my heedleſs Looks betray d, N Another 
Lm unawares undone. - 
SHE r a Ne a 1 
Thus the poor Wretch whoſe luckleſs Sight, nother 
9 Ton Eergent ſpies, ai is _ 1 11 GE: erhaps, b 
Looks on and gazes with Delight, N In Oddn 
But, as he gazes, dies. ; : 
. 4 b 3 30 Vain You: 


"Tis to n 
You all yo 
Which f 


SONG LXXII. 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet III ſwear I can't tell how 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 
'Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel; 
'Tis not her Shape, for there the Fate? 
Have rather been uncivil. 


'Tis not her Air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 

Tis not her Senſe, for that's but Chat, 
Like any other Woman. 


Her Voice, her Touch, might give the Alarm, 


Tis boch perhaps, or neicher: 
In hort, "ris that provoking Charm 
Of Cilia altogether, 


SONG XXII. 


RW miſtaken Swain, thy Art 


To pleaſe my partial Eyes; 
The Charms that have ſubdu'd my Heart, 
Another may deſpiſe, | 


Thy Face is to my Humour made, 
Another it may fright ; 2. 

Perhaps, by ſome fond Whim betray'd, 
In Oddneſs I delight. 


Vain Youth, to your Confuſion, know 
Tis o my Love's Exceſs, | 

ou all your fancied Beauties owe, 
Which fade as that grows leſs. 
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Ka. SONG LXNIV. 
ELL me, my Delia, tell me why 


W hat Means that frown upon thy Brow ; 
Have I offended? tell me how! 


Some Riva] there has ſtoke a Part: 
Reaſon thoſe Fears may diſapprove ; 
Bur, Oh! I fear been | love. 


""*N, LOND LAXY. 
7 he too curious BEE, 


8 Celia in her Garden ftray'd, 
Secure, nor dreamt-of Harm, 
A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm. 
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The curious Inſect thither flew, 

To taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But, with a thouſand Sweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Doom. 


Her nimble Hand, of Life bereav'd 
The darling little Thing, | 
But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſurprize; 

Once be injurious found: | 

Not ſo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound | 


85 % WREATH. 


My kindeft, fondeſt Looks you fly? 


Some Change has happen'd in thy Heart, 


Oh! 


Oh! wor 
The N 
And teac 
She fir 


H! 
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They f 
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On! would the ſhort-liv'd, burning Smart, 
The Nymph to Pity move, 
And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires with endleſs Love! | 


%. 


SONG LXXVI. 
D E L I A. 


HEN yonder cooing Doves retire, | 
And ſeem in am'rous Shackles bound, 

See, Delia, how the Flow'rs aſpire, 

And ſhed delicious Fragrance round. 
Rais'd by the Spring, and nurs'd by Shade, 

They flouriſh ſweetly to the Eye; 
But Autumn's haſting Chills invade, 

And their gay Beauties droop and die, 

And their gay Beauties droop and die. 


A Flow'ret, Delia, are thy Charms, 

Which in Youth's joyous Seaſon blows ; 
Like thy bright Eyes, thy iv'ry Arms, 

And Cheek, where ſhines the Eden Roſe; 
But envious Time, with creeping Pace, 

Will on thy Face ſeraphick prey, 
Deſpoil thee of each matchleſs Grace, 

And fteal thee from thyſelf away, 

And fteal thee, Sc. | 


Wiſely admoniſh'd by the Thought, 
Swift let us ſtop the whirling Hour; 
Pleaſures, as flying ſhou'd be caught, 
Eer Age deprive us of the Pow'r. 
Thee, Na ure hath with Beauty bleſt, 
And bids thee multiply its Ray; 
Wich too much Senſe thou art poſſeſt 
Her bliſsful Call to diſobey, 
Her bliſsful Call to diſobey. 


SONG 


0 
n 
” . 
. 
- 
PEE VIE WY cen —— nn 
* Pre * -4 F 2 2 


J ” AF. 81 — — --l — by I. — 
D ²˙ . A oa . 
- — cs — 
926 » 
= — iy A Y —— 


85 Sweet no May Morning, ſo gentle no Dove, 


Vet nothing ſhall make me, &cc. 


Tho! black as he Jer with a beautiful Twine, 


— — — 


* 


8 ON G LXEyn 
The S WAI N' Reſolution. 


T' form'd by the tendereſt Care of young Love, | 


A wonderful Cluſter of Charms you appear, 


The Roſe not ſo blooming, the Lilly ſo fair: 
Yet nothing ſhou'd make me ſubmir to your Chain, 
For free I was born and as free will remain ; 

For free I was born, E#c. 


Tho' Diamonds were ſully'd when match'd with yeur 
Eyes, - | 
Toro” Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by your Skin 
Your Soul too was lovely, enchanting and wiſe, 
All. Luſtre without and all Sweetneſs within: 


Your delicate Treſſes all wantonly flow'd ; 
Your Shape was Perfection, your Air was divine, 
You ſpoke like an Angel and mov'd like a God: 
Yer nothing ſhou'd make me ſubmit to your Chain, 
For free I was born and as free will remain; 
For free I was born and as free will remain. 


8 ONG LX 
The WOUNDED LOVER. 


OO late for Redreſs, and too ſoon for my Eaſe, 
I ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I cou'd pleaſe; 

I fancy d your Eyes read the Language of mine, 
And ſaw my Love's Image reflected on thine, * 
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But wak'd from this Dream, tis with Anguiſh I find, 


The, WREATH. 9 
The Flatterer Hope to my Ruin led on, 7X a+ 2. 
And taught me to judge of your Heart by my owh : 
Self. love ro my With, was at Hand to perſuade,” © 

That my Love was return'd and my Friendſhip*repald; 


Words and Looks are but civil, which once I thought: 
kind; 4-3 | 

Its Colour no longer falfe Fancy will lend, 

To form the fond Lover, or image the Friend: 

Bur be Rill, my poor Heart, or beat thee to Reſt, 

I drive this Tormentor, this Love from my Breaſt: 

ll break the gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 


And puniſh the Heart which Self-love has betray'd. 
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HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He flightly regarded her Air and her Mein; 
Tac Charms of her Mind he alone did Commend ;; + *? 
Not warm, as a Lover; but cool, as a Friend: 
rom Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 
aud che Swain bragg'd his Heart was a Stranger th» © 
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| \/ 
New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known ; 


Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his'own: ' * 11 

Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was reſin d. 1 

And, Oh! what dear Virtues beam'd forth in her 
Mind. | | 

Yer Nil! for the Sanction of Friendſhip he firove,' ©: © 

Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Lore. 


: 0 | 


. 


Now proud to be gonguer'd, he ſighs for the Fair; 
Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with ber: 
cs mute, while his Heart-ftrings are ready to break, 
bor che Fear of oftending forbids him to ſpeak; 
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gf, "WREATH. 
And wanders, a willin Example, to prove 
That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to Love. 


A Lover thus conquer'd, can ne'er give Offence; 


Not a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe : 


His Paſſion, nor Wrinkles, nor Age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 

And Time, that will Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 
Increaſing her Reaſon, increaſes his Love, 


S$ONG LXXX. 


Wouldſt thou know what ſacred Charms, 
This deftin'd Heart of mine alarms, 
This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms ; 
What Kind of Nymph the Heav'ns decree, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me, 
The Maid that's made for Love and me, 


Who joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
Who melts, Ec. 
From each ungentle Paſſion free, 
O be the Maid that's made for me, 
O be the Maid, Oc. 


Whoſe Heart with gen rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleſſing ſhe beſtows, 
Who feels, Sec. 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
a Be ſuch, Sc. 


Whoſe ſimple Thoughts devoid of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart, 
- Arc all, Oc. | 
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gentle Train from Falſhood free, 


ge ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch, Oc. 4934 B74 4424 
Avzunt, ye light Coquets, retire}, 
Where flaté ring Fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring Fops around ;admire :.. 
Unmoy'd your tinſel Charms I ſee, 
More genuine Beauties are for me, 


More genuine Beauties are for me, 


SONG LXXXI. 


BEAUT Y's POWER, 


ATURE for Defence affords, 

Fins to Fiſh, and Wings to Birds; 
Hoots to Horſes, Claws to Bears; 
Swiftneſs to the fearful Hares, 


Man's endow'd with Art and Senſe ; 
What have Women for Defence? 
Beauty is their Shield and Arms; 
Womens Weapons are their Charms, 


Beauty's Pow'r makes us feel, 

Deeper Wounds than thoſe of Steel ; 
Strength and Wit before it fall, 
Beauty triumphs over All. 5 


SONG LIXXXII. 
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AY poi renewing all Things gay ; 
Nature's Dictates all obey: :- 

In each Creature we may ſee, 

The Effect of Love's Decree ; 


Thus 


Aj 
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Thus their State, ſuch their Fate; 


Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


Look around, and ſee them play; 
All are wanton while they may; 


Why ſhould precious Time be loſt 


After Summer comes à Froſt: 
All purſue Nature's Due; 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 

Ler us, Polly, &c. 


Flowers all around us blowing; 
Herds on ev'ry Meadow lowing : 
Birds on ev'ry Branch are wooing ; 
Turtles all around us cooing ! 
Hark they code; ſee, they wooe ; 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, | 
Let us, Polly, Ke. 


Hark how kind that Swain and Laſs, | 


=. Yonder ſitting on the Graſs ; 


1 
3 0 
i © 4 
9 4 
j 
: 


See, bow earneſtly he ſues; 


Mile ſhe, bluſhing, can't refuſe ; 
See yon wo, how they wooe ; 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 


Lei us, Polly, &c. | Ps 
Mark that Cloud above the Plain; | 


See, it ſeems to threaten Rain; 
Herds and Flocks do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather. - 
Fear not you, I'Il be true, 


Let us, therefore, do ſo too, 


Let us, therefore, do ſo too. 
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SONG LXXXIII. 


Ow'rtul Guardians of all Nature, 
O ! preſerve my beauteous Love: þ 
cep from Inſult the dear Creature, 
virtue ſure has Charms TG, 


$0NG Lxxxav.. 
The LOV E R SER 


SSIST me, Cypid, give me Wings, 
To fly to Celia's Arms; © 

Her Voice, as when a Syren ſings, 
My frozen Blood alarms. 


come, Celia, haſte, and eaſe the Smart; | 
Which thoſe bright Eyes have made: 11 
Oh! do not tantalize my Heart, In 


Bur haſte and give me Aid. NY enn 

3 5% 

Let's haſte, my Love, and while me may, 8 

The ſilent Hours employ ; . W EY I 
Nor mind what other Mortals 22 „ 

To fright us from aur Jer. = 

Such who in Fymen's Courts. as er rov e, Bess 


Delights they Vices call; | | 
And ſtupid to the Sports of Love, t | 5 
In Life ſcarce live at all.. „ SR Aid. 


{ » 4; $3= 
On this ſoft, panting, 25 Breaſt, L 0 5 
Let me my Care beguile; 0 
While you conſent to make me bleſt, 
And anſwer wich a Smile. 
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I'll ne'er'purſde Revenge jo 1) 
For ſtill the Charmer Deppe, üg 
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In Hours of Bliſs we oft oo met ; 
They could not oy & 
And, tho* the nor 2 ereb, a 
I'm — paſt 1 9 0 
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True Love divided lies; 
Wich artleſs Look and” Soul ſincere, 
..+Above all mean Diſguiſe 
For Celia thus my Heart is mov'd; 
Accept it, lovely Fair: 
VE lik'd before, but never loy'd, 
Then let me not def] Hir, | 
E Fate before your Feet l lay” : 


Sentence your willing Slave: 


And heav'nly Powers ſade: 

To bleſs is Heav'n's Har Grace; 

Let me a Bleſſing Aud 9 
And, fince you wear way Angel. $ Face | 
O! ſhow an _ Mind. 50 
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Tho' I deplore the Change 
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SONG ILXXXVII. 


HAT can aſſwage the Pain Man feels, 
When buſy Cares diſturb his Breatt ; 
When modeſt Senſe his Want conceals, 
With thouſand Thoughts that bar his Relt } 


Cn Wine one Tomy Thought remove; 
Can Titles, Wealth, or Might give Eaſc? 

Cin Woman's Charms, or Thoughts of Love, 
Recal his Soul, or Mind to Peace ? 


No, no, they're trifling Pleaſures all ; 
The Rich enjoy them but a Day; 
Wichin their Breaſt they deign to call, 

Ne'er reſt, but vanith ſoon away. 


Content alone can make us ſing, 
When wanton Fortune is unkind : 

That ſets a Wretch above a King, 
And quiets every ruffled Mind. 


SONGS. LXXyIIIIInInss!!. 


()* ! how could I venture to love one like thee, * 1 Wb 
And you not deſpiſe a poor Conqueſt like me? 1 

Vn Lords, your Admirers, you look'd with Diſdain; i 
And knew I was nothing, yet pity'd my Pain. = 
You os HO they treiz'd you with Nonſenſe and «i Wit 
reſs, 8 44.58 | | 
Where real's the Paſſion, the Vanity's leſs : 929 I 
You ſaw thro” that Silence which others deſpiſe'; 1 WE 


And, white Beaux were prating, read Love in my Eyes. Wi 


__ 


01! where is the Nymph, that like you, ne'er can coy; | 
Whoſe Wit can enliven _ dull Pauſe of oy; «ff 


| . 
} * 
” 5 - 
* i | 
2 i: 
* * 5 
. m 4 y 
* ! 1 
- 


= 2 ; -* - 200 
7% 5 , 
. =" IF 
- —" _ : e * 
* "+ ow ot * — , 


_s Rr * — *. oh 
— — os = 
, © 


of The WREATH. 


From paſſionate Miftreſs, turn ſenſible Friend: 
When I ſee you I love you, but hearing adore ; 
I wonder, and think you a Woman no more; 
"Till mad with admiring, I cannot refrain, 


And kiſſing thoſe Lips you turn Woman again. 


With thee in my Boſom, how can I deſpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care: 


Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 
In all that I do Tl thy Judgment require, 


Thy Tafte ſhall correct what thy Wit did inſpire: 


Then I'll kiſs and careſs thee till Youth is all o'er, 


SONG LXXXIX. 
cer D. REF U E E. 


f yt ; 2 Ok, when he ſaw my Fanny's Face, 


With wond'rous Paſſion mov'd, 


Forgot the Care of human Race, 


And felt at laſt he lov'd 5 ; 
Then to the God of ſoft Deſire, 
His Suit he thus addreſs'd, 


If Fanny love, with mutual Fire, 


touch her tender Breaſt ! 


Your Sighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries ; 
I loi the Maid before 10 


What! rival me! the Pow'r replies, 


Whom Gods and Men adore. 
He graſp'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Springs 
„Ot his imperial 'Throne, | 
While Cipid wav'd his roſy Wings, 
And in a Breath was gone. 


And, when the ſhort Tranſport of Love's at an End, 


III ask thy Advice, when with Trouble oppreſy'd ; 


And then live on Friendſhip when Paſſion's no more. 
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Oer Earth and, Seas the Godhead flew, 
But till no Shelter found: 

For, as he fled, his Dangers grew, 
And Light'ning flaſh'd around: 

At laſt his trembling Fear impels 

His Flight, to Fanny's Eyes, 

Where happy, fafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skies, 


SONG XC. 


The RECONCILIATION, 


ITH Scorn repuls'd, poor Damon ſought 
W An unfrequented Grove; 
Too give a Looſe to anxious Thought, 
And unrequited Love. | 
With creeping Pace, and Arms acroſs, 
He flowly, L movꝰ d,; 
Unable to ſupport the Loſs, 
Of what fo dear he lov'd. 


Della, who lov'd with equal Flame, 
Now thar'd her Zamon's Fate; 
kelolv'd to fave her dying Swain, 
But fears It is too late: 
bis wand'ring Steps with Haſte purſues, 
Aud Damen, Damon Cries. 
en Word and Feature plainly ſhews 
tow vain her Coquetries, | 


be well-known Voice ſoon pierc'd his Ears; 
Bis Spirits catch the Sounds ; 


li Eyes run o'er with joy ful Tears, 
And Heart with Rapture bounds. 


I 2 


Eager 
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Eager he claſp'd the fainting Fair; 
Who, fault'ring cry'd, 1 love. 
In cloſe Embrace, the happy Pair, 
An equal Tranſport prove. 


SON G XCl. 
Fair B ELIN DA. 


' THEN mighty ove ſurvey'd Mankind, 
And ſaw Belinda ſhine, 
Struck was the God, on Earth to find, 
A Creature ſo divine : | 
Forihwith h&call'd for Cupid's Arms, 
And ask'd a pow'rful Dart, 
To wound with Love thoſe beauteous Charms, 
Which thus has ſmote his Heart. 


Cupid approach'd, with trembling Wings, 
Unwilling to declare, 
That he from whom this Paſſton ſprings, 
| Was Captive to the Fair. 
Enrag'd at this, the Godhead ſaid, 
Know, tho' thou'rt God of Love, 
Vet of theſe Realms I reign the Head, 
And who dare rival Fove ? 


Cupid, thus ſtruck with deep Affright, 
Strait quits his native Skies; | 

1 And, to avoid Fove's powerful Might, 

1 He flew to Bella's Eyes: 

4 There basking lurks, nor heeds the God, 

| Who rules and governs all: 

0 Convinc'd that he, at Bellas Nod, 

| A Sacrifice mult fall. 
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Fir d with Revenge, the God then ſwore, 
By high Qlympas' 1 
That Cubid ne er ſhould ramble more, 
But ſtay wich Bella ſtill. 
Confin'd in her, he there remains, 
Ne'er to return again: 
Whilſt ſne alone ſupremely reigns, 
Alike o'er Gods, as Men. 


SONG XC. 
 Moiſkew PANTIN. 


Sing not of Battles, that now are to ceaſe ; 
[ Nor carrols my Muſe in the Praiſe of a Peace: 
To ſhew that ſhe's oft in good Company ſeen, 
She humbly begs Leave to fing Monſieur Pantin. 
Examine all round, and at length you will own, 
His Likeneſſes daily are met with in Town : 
Then let me my Song undiſturbed begin; 
And ſhew all his Brothers to Monſieur Pantin. 


And ay, pray obſerve that ſtrange Thing made ſor 
Shew, 5 g 

That Compound of Powder and Nenſenſe, a Beau; 

do limber his Joints, and fo ſtrange is his Mein, 

That you cryß as he walks, look you there's a Pantin 

How oft have we heard that the Ladies love Change, 

And from one Entertainment to r'other will range; 

la this they are conſtant, what Difference was cen, 


When they laid down. the Fribble, and. took the 
Pantin ? | | | 


Then all the fair Laſſes, who bloom like the Morn, 
Who ſeek not your Beauties by Art to adorn; 

When I ſee on your Boſom this little Machine, 
lozn, I am jealous of happy Pantin. 


Te 
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Ye Youths who have Parts, tho' ye often wear Lace, 


No longer let Foplings your Merits diſgrace, 
But attack the fair Maid with a reſolute Mein, 


SONG XCII. 
A-'$: 2} RA 


IN young ſtrea's ſparkling Eye, 
\efiitjeſs Love has txt his Throne; 

4 thouſany Lovers bleeding lie h 
| For her, with Wounds they fear to own. 
While the coy Beauty ſpeeds her Flight 

To diſtant Groves, from whence ſhe came; 
So Lighi'ning vaniſhes from Sight, | 

But leaves the Foreſt in a Flame, 


SONG Xclv. 
F L. U A A. 
A celebrated CANTAT A. 


RECITATTL VE. 


\ S in the blooming Spring, 

1 When Birds were heard to ſing, 
And Philomel began her tuneful Lay, 
Flora appear'd new dreſs'd and gay, 
To taſte the Sweets of her own May: 
She bid each ſpringing Flowir 
It's every Charm diſcloſe, 

And all it's wanton Pow'r, 


And thus addreſs'd the bluſhing Roſe. 
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Till ſhe claſps her young Lover, and burn her Pay, | 
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A 

Seeet Flow'r! fo like to pleaſing Love, 
How bleft to Mortals muſt you prove! 

How bleft to Aortals muſt you prove ! 

The Maid ſhall wear your beauteous Hue; 
The Youth ſhall learn to love from you. 
Sweet Flow'r ! fo like to pleaſing Love 
Hoco bleſt to Mortals muſt 'you. prove 

The Maid ſhall wear your beauteous Hae 
The Louth ſhall learn to love from you ; 


& fair, and full of Flora s Charms, ” ; 


The Roſe ſhall grace the Lover's Arms: 
H fair, and full of Flora's Charms, 

The Roſe ſhall grace the Lover's Arms; 
Shall gr ce, 

The Roſe ſpall grace the Lover's Arms: 
Shall grace; ſhall grace; 155 
The Roſe ſball grace the Lover's Arms. 


RKECTIT A&A TIVES 
dhe then the Lilly ſpy'd ; 
The Violet, in all it's Pride; 
Buc ſigh'd ſhe could not laſting Beauty give: 
Then ſmil'd, and bid them bloom again, 
And ev'ry Year in Youth celeſtial live : 


And in theſe Strains the Goddeſs fair begaen. 


A 1 _ 
Flora ſhall lead the habby Year, © a. 4 
And you in all your Robes appear * * 

And every Maid and every Swain, | * 
In painted Vale and orte ry Plain, | _ 
Hall revel, dance, and Jport, and play, 
nd cvanton in the Seveets of May % 
And every Maid and every Sepain, 

in painted Vale and flow'ry Plain, 
Shall yevel, dance, and ſport, and play, 
And wanton in the Sweets of May; 
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Shall revel, dance, and ſport, and play, 
And wanton in the Sweets of May, 

And wanton in the Seveets of May. 

Shall revel, dance, and ſport, and play, 

And wanton in the Szyeets of May; 

And wanton in the Seycets of May; 

And wanton in the Sceets of May; 

And wanton in the Sweets of May, 


SONG XCV, 


ob JOCKEY and JENNY. 


1 10 REAN 
5 V 7 1 was bleſt with your Love and your 
1 | ruth, | 

Not on Teveed's pleafant Banks dwelt ſo blithſome a 


Youth ; 
Wich Jenny ſported it all the Day long, 
And her Name. was the Burthen and Joy of my Song. 
18 EINE; 
== 7 ENN. 
Fer Jeckey had ceas'd all his Kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in the Vale not jo happy a She: 
. Such Pleaſures with Jockey, his Jenny had known, 
That ſhe ſcoru'd in a Cot the fine Folks of the Town. 


| 
R 8 FOCKEY. 

; Ah! Jockey, what Fear now poſſeſſes thy Mind, 
Tat Jerry ſo conſtant to Willy's been kind; 
When dancing ſo gay with the Nymphs on the Plain, 


She yielded her Hand and her Heart to the Swain. 
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ZENNY 
You falſely upbraid; but remember the Day 
With Lucy you toy'd it, beneath the new Hay; 


When 


When? 
You t01 


Believe 
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When alone with your Lucy, the Shepherds have ſaid, 
You torgot all the Vows that to Jenny were made. 


ZOCKEY. 
Believe not, ſweet Jenny, my Heart ftray'd from thee; 
For Lucy, the Wanten's, a Maid ſtill for me: 


From a Laſs that's ſo true your fond Jockey neer rov'd, 
Nor once could forſake the kind Jenny he lov'd. 


7 ENN Z. 
My Heart for young Milly nel er panted and ſigh'd; 
For you, of that Heart, were the Joy and the, Pride; 
While Teveed's Waters glide ſhal 
Nor love, my dear Jockey, a Shepherd like you, 


7 E N N 
For Kindneſs no Vouth can wich Jockey compare. 
FOCKEY. 
No Shepherd e'er met with ſo faithful a Fair. 
BOTH, 8 
We'll love then, and live from fierce Jealouſy fre, 
And none on the Plains ſhall be happy as we, * | 
= 
SONG XCVI. a 
See it, Mira, know it well, 2 
1 That Love is in your Heart; af 
tor what your Tongue denies to tell, « 


Your wiſhing Eyes impart. 

When Damon wreſtled on the Green, 
For him your Wiſhes ftrove : 

And in each Look was plainly ſeen, 


The partial Joy of Love, 3s — 2 
When 


your Jenny be true, 
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9 5 | | | 5 But we 
When Conqueſt did his Proweſs crown, And, tr 
And gave the Lawrel-Prize; She'll f 
Reflected was the Triumph ſhewn, | | 
And blazing in your Eyes. 
When Sekey gave her Lilly, Hand Three | 
To Damon, in the Dale; Fer he 
wh, cou'd you then your Tears command ? Love, | 
id not your Cheeks turn pale? * | 
| 229 nd he 
If Damon trays but from your Sight, Too ſoc 
7 — — 'cry——" Sure Winter's near :" And ga" 
preſent, then tis gay Delight, 
. And Summer all rhe Yau ; | The Tr 
7 Then firive no more to cheat the Youth, don « 
Baut kindly own the Flame; Now cl 
For Love conſiſts of honeſt Truth, In Sear 
And will itſelf proclaim, Bur tra 
. EA She'll { 
8 | | 
SONG XCyvII. 5 
=. — eware 
_ ID you fee e' er a Shepherd, ye Nymphs, paſs Like 0 
1 ; | 8 this Way, ; Like h 
- 1 with Myrtle, and all the gay Verdure of ind Bc 
_ ay , 1 N Th 
TDi a; Shepherd, Oh! bring him once more to my bs x 
| Eyes 3 | 
From his Lucy, in Search of new Pleaſures, he flies. 
All the Day how I. rravel'd and toil'd o'er the Plains, 
In Purſuit of a Rebel that's ſcarce worth the Pains. 
Take Care, Maids, take Care, when he flattters and R( 
3 ſwears, | 4 
How you truſt your own” Eyes, or believe your own 15 5 
rs ; . | a n 


Like WM 1 L 
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Like the Roſe-bud. in June, ev ry Hand he'll invite, 
Bur wound the kind Heart like the Thorn out of 


Sight. | 
And, 8 me, whoe'er my falſe Shepherd detains, 


She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcaree worth her 


Pains. 


Three Months at my Feet did he languiſh and ſigh, 


Fer he gain'd a kind Word or a tender Reply ; 


Love, Honour, and Truth were the Themes that he 
ſung, | 

And he vow'd that his Soul was a Kin to his Tongue. 

Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his Strains, 

And gave him too frankly my Heart for his Pains. 


The Trifle once gain'd, like a Boy at his Play, 
Soon the Wanton grew weary and flung it away : | 


Now cloy'd with my Love, from my Arms he does fly, 


In Search of another as filly as I. 

But truſt me, whoc'er my falſe Shepherd detains, _ 

She'll find him a Conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 
Pains. „ 


— 


Beware, all ye Nym hs, how ye ſooth the fond Flames | 


And believe in good Time all the Sex are the ſame; 

Like Strephon from Beauty to Beauty they range, 3 

Like him they will flatter, difſemble and change. 

And do all we can, ftill this Maxim remains, | 

That a Rs when we've got him, is ſcarce worth the 
ains. | 


* 


SONG XCVIII. 
Modernix d from CH AU CER. 


ROM ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love, 
Voung Men your Hearts ſecure, p 
Let from the Paths of Senſe you rove, | 
In Dotage premature, 
In Dotage premature. 
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Look at each Laſs thro' Wiſdom's Glaſs, 
Nor truſt the Naked Eye: 

Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, MF 

The Blind cat many a Fly, 

'The Blind ear many a Fly. 


Not only on their Hands and Necks 
The borrow'd White you'll find; 

Some Belles, when Intereſt directs, 

Can even paint the Mind, 

Can even paint, c. 

Joy in Diſtreſs they can expre ſs, 
Their very Tears can lye: 

Gallants beware, &c. 


There's not a Spinſter in the Realm 

But all Mankind can cheat, 

Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 

The Learn'd, the Brave, the Great, 

re Learn'd, cc. 

Wich lovely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
I' entangle us they try: 


W--  Gallancs beware, c. 


Could we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
ii Was Earth of Parchment made ; 
Was ev ry-lingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 

Each Man a Scribe by Trade : 
To write the Tricks of Half the Sex 
| Would ſuck that Ocean dry: 
SGallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The Blind eat many a Fly, 
The Blind eat many a Fly. 
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s O0 NG Xx. 


/JPANEGYRICK. en the LADIES: 


Being C HAUCE Rs Recantation for @Ths 
Blind eat many a Fu. 


err 
LD Chaucer once to this re- ecchoing Grove 
Sung © Of the Sweet bewitching Tricks of Love 75 
But ſoon he found he'd. ſullted his Renown, | 
and arm'd each charming Hearer with a Frown: 
Then ſelf-condemn'd anew his Lyre he ſtrung, 
And in repentant Strains this Recantation ſung. 


„ . 

Long ſince unto her native Sky | = 
Flea Heav'n- deſcended Conftancy ; 5 
Nought now that's ſtable's to be had, wn BEA 
The World's grown mutable and mad: 5 

Save Women — They, we muſt confeſs, „ 
Are Miracles of Stedfaſtneſs ; . 
And ev'ry witty, pretty Dame, a 
Bears for her Motto Still the ſame. 


The Flow'rs that in the Vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue and green, 
In brief Complexion idly gay | 
Still ſer with ev'ry ſetting Day; 

Diſpers'd by Wind, or chill'd by Freft, / 
Their Odours gone, their Colour loſt : 
But what is true, tho? paſſing firange, 

The Women never-rhade or change. 


The wiſe Man ſaid that all was vain, 
And Folly's univerſal Reign ; 
© 


Wiſdom- 
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Wiſdom its Vor'ries oft enthrals, 
Riches torment, and Pleaſure palls; 

And tis, good Lack, a gen'ral Rule, 
That each Man ſoon or late's a Fool: 

In Women tis th' Exception lies, 
For they are wondrous, wondrous Wiſe. 
This earthly Ball wich Noiſe abounds, © 
And from its Emprineſs it ſounds ; 

Fame's deaf ning Din, the Hum of Men, 
The Lawyer's Plea, the Poet's Pen: 

Burt Women here no one ſuſpects, 

Silence diſtinguiſhes that Sex? | 

For, poor dumb Things ! ſo meek's their Mould, 
You ſcarce can hear em when they ſcold. 


CHORUS. 


An Hundred Mouths, an Hundred Tongues, 
An Hundred Pair of Iron Lungs, 

Five Heralds, and five Thouſand Cryers, 
With Throats whoſe Accent never tires, 
Ten ſpeaking Trumpets of a Size 

Would Deafneſs wich their Din ſurprize, 


. | : Tour Praiſe, ſweet Nymphs, ſhall ſing and ſay, 


And thoſe that will believe it——may, 


SONG c. 


I The TRIAL of CHAUCER' GHOST 


Sung at Vaux-Hall immediately after the Recantation, 


_ Ais NORRIS. 


, HO U Trajtor, who with the Fair Sex haſt made 


War, 


Cone hither, aud held up your Hand at the Bar: 


By a Jo 
Fir ha! 


How co 


| And no 


Js all L 


Speak, 


Not gu! 
And wi 
But ſtil! 
opeak | 


Faſt th 
By the 
And ms: 
Snarl p. 


Haſt th 
With t 


And wi 
Haſt da 


For wa 
Perpha 


Bat wh 
| thovg 
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ry of Damſels you now muſt be try d, 
5 nr your Betters traduc-d and bely d. 


ifi STEPHENSON. 
How could'ſt thou ſuch baſe Defamation deviſe, 
| And not have the Fear of our Sex in your Eyes! 
z; all Decency gone all Good- breeding forgot? 
Speak, Varlet, and plead—Arrt thou guilty or not ? 


Mr. L OWE. 

Not guilty J plead——but ſubmit to the Laws, 
And with Pleaſure I yield ro theſe Fair Ones my Cauſe 
Bat ill, that my Trial more juſt may appear, 
Speak louder and faſter, or how ſhould i hear ? 


| Miſs NORRIS. 1 
Haſt thou not preſum'd to alarm each bright Toaſtt, 
By the conjuring up an old Eng fi Shoſt; Kai's 
And made fuſty Chaucer, without a Prerext, 
dnarl poſthumous Nonſenſe againſt the Fair Sex? 


Mis STEPHENSON. 
Haſt thou nor preſum'd to alarm each bright Maid 
With Gas Common-place Traſh, that each Virgin muff 
ade; 
And without Fear or Wit, moſt aſſuming and bold, 
Haſt dar'd to ſuggeſt that we paint and we ſcold } 
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2 
Mr. L. OW E. 
1, For want of Experience, when I was but young 
Perphaps ſuch ſtrange Falſhoods might drop from my 
Tongue ; 4 BI 
Bat when I recanted for all my Sins paſt, 
| thought J had made you Amends at the lat.” 
By . K 2 | Miſt 
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| Ni, NORRIS. . N. 
T''l promiſe yon, Friend, you ſhall duly be paid 
For the ample Amends that you lately have made: 
I find by your Shuffling the whole Charge is true, 
So I bring you in guilty withofit more ado. 


iſs STEPHENSON. 
Ironical Wits, like Deſtroyers of Game, 
W neu they hide in a Buſh, tis to rake ſurer Aim— 
By his Shuffling I find too the whole Charge is true, 
So I bring him in guilty as willing as you. | 


F 
Convicted I ſtand, and ſubmit to my Fate; 

And fain would repent, but I find it too late: 

If Death then, alas! is to be my Reward, 
Why then I muſt die—bur, by Joe, I'Il die hard. 


Ai ST EPHENS ON. 
Since to Lengths ſo unbounded his Malice he carried, 
To hang him were Kindneſs 


Afiſs N ORRIS. 
No, let him be married 
To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrew, 


That will ſcold him 
Mis STEPHENSON. 
e And beat him, v 
Aft NORRIS. The 
And cuckold him too. But 
bn A v0 Bath N 
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Both together. | | 
To ſome muſty old Maid, that's the De'il of a Shrew, 
That will ſcold him, and beat him, and cuckold him 
too. Wr 


s ON G Cl. 
: OULD you the.charming Queen of Love 


Invite with you to dwell? 
No Want your Poverty ſhould prove, 
No State your Riches tell, 


Both her and Happineſs to hold, 
A middle State muſt pleaſe ; 

They ſhun the Houſe that ſhines with Gold, 
And that which ſhines with Greaſe. 


SONG CII. 


O ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 
( Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
I mourn, and Daman is my Theme : — 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, fag 
But Damon there I ſcek in vain, - 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
W here to my Swain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas'd the browſing Goats to ſpy, 
As Oer the airy Steep they hung: 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro! the rambling Vale I paſt, 
And ſigh to ſee the well-known Shade; 

I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 1 
Where Love and Damon fondly plav'd : 
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The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


From Hill, from Dale each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more; 
Each Flow'r, in Pity, droops its Head, 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
Vet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


SONG CII, 
| Dabu ſtood penſive in the Shade, 
* - With Arms acroſs and Head reclin'd > . 


Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, 
And Sighs reliev'd his love-fick Mind: 
His tuneful Pipe all broken lay; 
Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem to ſay, | 
| My Che is unkind. | : 


Why ring the Woods with. warbling 'Throats.? 5 s 
| Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceaſe-your Strains ;. N My 
I faintly hear, in your ſweet Notes, FO Ye 


My Cloe's Voice, that wakes my Pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear? 


_ Your Mates delight your Song to hear, 2 
= But Cloe mine diſdains. 8 ; 
As thus he melancholy ſtood, : 2 
* Dejected as the lonely Dove, b No 
1 Sweet Sounds broke gently thro' the Wood My 
| I feel the Sound my Hearc- ſtrings move: 

'was 1 of the Nightingale that ſung; | 

: Non my Cle s ſweeter Tongue: 8 he 
| Hark Hark! what ſays my Love? Ane 
3 | | : Shame 
x | « How Con 


- 
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© How fooliſh is the Nymph, ſhe cries, 

« Who trifles with her Lover's Pain! 

« Nature ſtill ſpeaks in Woman's Eyes, 
« Qur artful Lips were made to feign : 
O Daphnis ! Daphnis ! *cewas-my Pride, | 
« *T'was not my Heart thy Love deny'd ; | 
« Come back, dear Youth, again. | 


Land 


« As other Day my Hand he ſelz'd, 


« My Blood with thrilling Mor ion flew; | 1 
“ Sudden | pur on Looks ditpleas'd, ; 24 


« And haſty from his Hold withdrew : 
« *Twas Fear alone, thou ſimple Swain; 
« Then hadſt thou prefv'd my Hand again, 
« My Heart had yielded too. 
« *Tis true, thy tuneful Reed I blam'd, 
« That ſwell'd thy Lip and roſy Cheek: 
« 'Think not my Skill in Song defam'd, - 
„% That Lip ſhould other Pleaſures ſeck, 
« Much, much thy Muſick I approve; 
« Yet break thy Pipe for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. 


« My Heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
« Daphnis I fear is ever gone: 
“ Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play'd ; 
“ Love by ſuch Trifles firſt comes on. 
« Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 
* My Tongue would now my Heart obey : 
« Ah! Cle, thou art won.” 


de Youth ſtepp'd forth, with haſty Pace, 

And found where, wiſhing, Coe lay; 
Shame ſudden lighren'd in her Face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay : 


— —— — —-— — — — — 
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At laft, in broken Words, ſhe cry'd, 


\ 4% 'To-morrow. you in vain had try'd, 


« But } am loſt To-day.” 


SONG CIV. 
A Damon ſtood, in penſive Mood, 
e 


Amanda chanc'd to pals : ; 
till he ſtood, like Log of Wood, 
Nor ſaw the buxom Laſs. N 
For him ſhe burns, aud ſoon returns, 
Re ſolv'd to let him know | 
How dull hie was, to let her paſs, 
She gave his Arm a Blow. 


The Swain amaz'd, in Silence gaz'd 
Awhile upon her Charms ; 


Then, bowing, ſaid, “ Ah! lovely Maid, 


Come to my Jonging Arms: 


„% When you, my Dear, paſs'd by, I ſwear, 


« On your bright Charms I thought; 
Von muſt forgive, ſince, as I live, 
« "Twas you thar caus'd the Fault.“ 


ar 


SONG CV. 


AE! Srephon, what can mean the Joy, 
The eager Joy I prove, 
When you each tender Art employ, 
To win my Soul to Love:? 


So well your Paſſion you reveal, 


So top the Lover's Part, 


That I, with Bluſhes, own I feet 


A Kebel in my Hcart. 
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Then take the Heart that pines to go, 
Burt ſce it kindly us'd ; 

For who ſuch Preſents will beſtow 
It this ſhould be abus'd ? | 


SONG CVI. 

Elieve me, Chloe, and attend, > | 1 

(My Tale may make you more my Friend) +. IP; 
Laſt Night, when Sleep had ſet me free __— $3 
From ev'ry other Care bur thee, 
Methought at Morning's Dawn you came, 
* Your Dreſs, your Air the very ſame : 
Surpriz'd I had not what to ſay, 
But Words at laft, thus found their Way. 


„% What means this Viſit, lovely Gueſt ? . 
« Say am I happy, or unbieſt ? pd tt * 2 
« An Hour of Joy I ne'er can find, | 
« While you're relentleſs and unkind : 14 
« Where e'er the 1 Strephon flies, en i | 
« Your much-lov'd Image meets my Eyes; : 1 
« You haunt the Grove and chryſtal Stream; © _ » 9 
« My Thought by Day, by Night my Dream. | 


« Long Time my faithful Vows I made, 1 3 
No Kifles fince thoſe Vows repaid ; oY 

« And yet I fondly held my Chain 
„With ſcarce a Smile to ſooth my Pain. | 
" Jul as you look ſevere or gay, 55 
hope or languiſh all the Day: | 

'© But fix a Period to my Care, SELL 
And take the ſoft complaining Air.” A 


] come, the gen'rous Fair reply'd, 
« To crown with Love the Truth I've try'd: 3 
« I ſcorn'd 


i 
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1 J ſcorn'd your Vows, and ſeem'd unkind, 


« For falſe are Men, and Vows are Wind ; 
« Yet dare believe a Shepherd true, _ 
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Who loves, who promiſes like you: 
« My Heart ſhall now your Pains repay, 
« And Hymen bind the Knot To-day.“ 


SONG CVIL 


(Trephon, when you ſee me fly, 
Why ſhould that your Fears create; 
Maids may be as often ſhy _- | 
Out of Love, as out of Hate. 
W hen from you I fly away, 


"Tis becauſe I fear to ſay. 


Did I out of Hatred run, 
Leſs would be my Pain and Care; 


But the Youth I love, to ſhun! 


Who could ſuch a Trial bear? 
Who, that ſuch a Swain did ſee, 
Who could Love and fly like me? - 


Cruel Duty bids me go, 
Gentle Love commands my Stay ; 


Duty's ſtill ro Love a Foe : 


Shall I this, or that, obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles ; * 
That befriends, and this beguiles, 


Ever by this chryſtal Stream 
I could. fir, and ſee thee ſigh; 


Raviſh'd with this pleaſing Dream, 


Oh! eis worſe than Death to fly: 
But the Danger is ſo great, a 
Fear gives Wings iuſtead of Feet. 
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If you love me, Strephon, leave me ; 
If you ſtay, I am undone : 
Oh !-you may wich Eaſe deceive me; 
Prithee, charming Boy, be gone : 
The Gods decree thac we muſt part ; 
They have my Vow, and you my Heart. 


SONG CVIL. 


Which Men are forbidden to ee, 
He tun'd up his Lyre, as old Hiſtories ſhow, 

To ſet his Exrydice tree, | 
To ſet his Eurydice free. 


All Hell was aſtoniſh'd a Perſon ſo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his Life, 

And venture ſo far but how vaſt their Surprize, 
When they heard that he came for his Wife! 
When they heard, &c. 


To find out a Puniſhment due fo the Fault, 
Old Pluto had puzzled his Brain; 


But Hell had not Torments ſufficient he thought, 


So he gave him his Wite back again, 
So he gave him, Ex. 


But Pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his Heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing fo well, 
Ee took her again in Reward of his Art; 
Such Power had Muſick in Hell! 
Such Power had Mulick in Hell! 
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HEN Orb beus went down to the Regions below, | 


——— — —ͤ—— 2 
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SON 7 


HE Tempeſt now began to ceaſe, 
| Serene the Sky appeard; | 
The Winds and Waves were all at Peace, 
Not the leaſt Noiſe was heard. | 


Adorn'd with each refulgent Ray 


The ſerting Sun was ſeen, 
And o'er the Surface of the Sea 
Diffus'd a golden Glean. 


When Sylvia to the Shore retir'd, 


Dejected laid along, 
Thus ſung what Love and Grief inſpir'd, 
While Rocks repeat the Song: 


« O were this Calm, this Incid Scene, 
An Emblem of my Breaſt ! 
4% 0 would tne Tempelt ceaſe within! 


„ I might again be bleſt. 


„But Man ! vain, wicked, faithleſs Man! 


„Has robb'd my Soul of Peace: 


With Flattery firſt the Wretch began, 


« And won my Heart with Eaſe 


« I; fooliſh I! his Vows believ'd; 


« And thought them all ſincere: 


e Re not the Fair by Men deceiv'd ; 
Oh! rruſt not what they ſwear. - 


1 They ſmile, they weep, they ſigh, they pray; 


1 4 


Wit, Eloquence, they uſe, 
« And every Art, for to betray, 
« Ard our fond Sex abuſe. 


« Th 16 
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« This I have found — but, Oh too late! 
4 Too late for my epoſe . 

« For now 1 would, but earimor; hate 

« The Author of my Woes. 


« Still in my Breaſt the Tyrant reigns, 
« And ſtil he triumphs there: 1 

« Thus, thus oppreſs d with endleſs Pains, 
« What can I, but deſpair? | 


Then riſing, hopeleſs of Relief, 473 
Nor ling' ring long ſhe ſtood ; | 
« Death, Death (ſhe cry'd) ſhall end my Grief;“ 

And plung'd into the Flood, 


3830 NO CX. 1 

oM here, ye. Afflicted of ev'ry Degree, _ | 
Leave, leave the dull Doctors, and haften to me | . 

A, many as all the whole Faculty kill, 1 


And that's a bold Word now—1 cure with my Pill. F 


Gout, Fever and Stone, all avoid my Approach, 
Who often ſtand Buff to a Dunce in his Coach! 
The tougheſt Diſeaſe cannot baffle my Skill, 

And Death drops his Dart when I brandiſh my Pill. 


Here lay down your Cares; here a Remedy find 
This cures not the Body alone, but the Ming 
The Fop ſhall have Learning, the Fool Wit at Will; 
Nay, the Lawyer be honeft—who taſtes of my Pill. 
Ae 11 FN - Tk 4 | . e | 

It rubs up the Memory, refreſies the Brain, 

And helps the mad Kuave to his Senſes again: 

The Poet remembers the Faults of his Quill, 

and the Miſer his Debts, when he ſwallows my Pill, 


L * 
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In ſhort, tis a 4 Wider! ou ve need of it all; | 

Health pops to be bought, and the Prize is but 
ma 

Give Six-pence a-plece, and I'll bring you no Bill; 

Bur go. Home and be happy, by Means of my Pill. 


Here buy it; come buy, while it is to be had, 


Or P11 fi cely beſtow it at once on the Dead: 


Your Fathers ſhall riſe, and each cancel his Will; 
Then = 'Il with, tho' in vain, that you'd purchas'd my 
i 


SONG CXI. 


HE Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Laſs, 
Thar I quit my poor Cle, and ſtick to my Glut 
But to you Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own ; 
And if you don'c like them, why let them alone. 


bs, Altho' I have left her, the Truth 1'l1 declare, 
I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was oY) 
But Gopdnels and Charms in a Bumper I ſee, , -. a4 
That makes It as good and as charming as ſhe, 


My. Cle had Dimples and Smiles I muſt own, 


Rut tho' the could ſmile, yet in Truth ſhe could frown 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, _ _ +, 
Did you c'er ſee a Frown 1 in a Bumper of Wine? | 


Her Lilies and Roſes were juſt 1 in their Primes, . 5 , 


Fett Lillies and Roles are conquer d by Time; 


But in Wine from its Age ſuch a Benefit flows, 


That we like it the better, the older it rows. 
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They tell me my Love would in Time have been 
i clo 7 "Y — je : . 
ut And that * 's inſipid whence once tis — A 1 
Bur in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy, | 44 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiftory prove | [i 
The Miſchiefs that wait upon Rivals in Love: $74 
But in drinking, thank Heaven, no Rival contends, 

For the more we love Liquor, the more we are Friends: 


m | 
"Wl $ic too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 

With Nurſes, and Babbies, and Squalling, and Strife; 
But my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babbies can bring, 
And a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. 


We ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; 
iſs; It brings on Difeaſes, and haſtens old Age 
5 But Wine from grim Death can its Votaries ſave, Mi 

And keep our bother Leg, when there's one in'ths ä 

Grave. b 5 ö nen 


, n. ieee ny »W | 4 3 p 

Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falfe to her Work. 
2 She had left me—to get an Eſtate, or a Lord: 2 
4 But my Bumper, regarding nor Title, nor Pelf, '- 355-7; 


Will ſtand by me while I can't ſtand by my et. 
wn; Then let m dear Che no longer complain | 

She's rid of her Lover, and Jof my Pain; | 7 

For in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts 1 
f dnould you doubt what I ſay take a Bumper and try? 


% 


= 9 , , X 
a 4 e N , . . 3 % ke 
” " * 
p . 4 
0 7 = 
F . . } 2 4 . , = | 
. 4 0 * « o * * p : . - . * 
ud * 2 f 
* " 2 * te 
> ' * 1 - 3 v «4 nd 
8 y f - * * * 
. ” 'v n * « 
- * % * . "I. 


"hey My | . 


— — : — — 822 4 PS 
i — 5 


To drive away Chagrin, and keep Love alive; 
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4DFICE 's coc Ang 


Emember, dear Che, 1 told you awhile, 


For once 1 would write in poetical Stile; | Wit 
in poetical Stile, to teach you the ye ks. If 
To make our Lives eaſy by Night and by Day we 
Grave Tully and Pliny have aptly expreſod, 

What they to their Paramours often addreſs'd ; But 
Let me then with Cle my Thoughts now-untold, 1 
Extracted from Lovers and Sages of old. 


If Eaſe be a Pleaſure, if Pleaſure be Peace, 

We may our own Eaſe and our Pleaſures increaſe: 
Firſt fathom thy Love then, and ſearch into mine, 
And if they are equal, then let us conjoin. 


If one be uneaſy, let other contrive 


Conſtrain not each other, for Liberty's free, 
And if I love a Glaſs, you know there is Tea. 


But let not Exceſs, though, in either appear, Act 
For what ſtains a Moment may tinge the whole Year ; 


Then more then ſufficient is certainly wrong; He 
And, ſave this Precaution, a Fig for my Song. = 
os OS; . The 
e 2 The 


* HEN Delia ſhews her beauteous Face, 
| Her Form divine, her heav'nly Air; And 
Loft in Amaze, I wond'ring trace, 


With longing Eyes, the charming Fair, 
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Bat when ſhe (ings, ye Pow'rs divine, 
What ſoft Emotions ſeize my Soul! 

Angels might in the Chorus join, . 
And ſpread her Notes from Pole to Pole. 


With janty Air, and artful Wheels, 
If Delia ſwims the myſtic Maze, 

My Soul the Pow'r of Beauty feels, 
Which graceful Motion more diſplays. 


But when ſhe takes a nobler Theme, 
And paints out Love in Strains ſo juſt, 
My Thoughts beat Uniſon to them ; —_ 
'Tis then my Soul is wholly loft, | 


$0NG cxlv. 
Tie BLUNDERERS. 


OUNG Civiana, LS, and fair, 2 
Known for her Wit and well-bred Air, 
A Viſit made one Day; . 
Where Cymon, with an aukward Mien, 
Unluckily for him, came in, 
His Folly to betray ! 


He bow'd and ſcrap'd, ne'er took his Chair, 
But wou'd all round ſalute the Fair, 
Not only thoſe he knew, 
The Viſited ; but the gay Belle, 
The Viſiter, Ah ! Shame to tell ! 
The Blockhead kiſs'd her too. 


And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
The reſt, by his Example led, 
Repeated the Aﬀeront : 
The Laſs did her Reſentment ſhew, 
3ut She ſnapt her Fan, ſhe bent her Brow :- 
Such Rudeneſs, fye upon't ! 
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Fair One, while thus your Anger burns, 
If mon to the Place returns, 54175 


3. 
—— — —— Pre WS Wu 
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When abſent from my Charmer's Sight, 
bo” I taſte a tranſient, faitir Defivtr, N bi N 2 | 


Bur, in the-Heav'n of, Yira's Arms, : | , 
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As ſoon, no doubt, he will; 

Be there with twenty Virgins more, 

For Kiſſes three infſict threeſcore, A 
But can't uſe him too ill. 


Do, at the ſelf. ſame Time and Place, 
Thar all may v imeſs the Diſgrace, + 
Repeat the Puniſhment: 1 

With throbbing Heart, the guilty Clown, - 


% 


Shall your impartial Juſtice-own, - 


— 
- 
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7 HE Nymph who does my Soul alarm, 
Poſſelſes in her Boſom, E P 

A Mind whoſe Pow'r preſerves the Charm, 
Of Youth's endearing Bloſſom. 

Such Work muſt fix the Heart and Eye, 


Each frozen Breaſt inſpiring f 
With ſuch ſubſtantial, laſting Jr, V 
T0 live and dic admiring” TT OH THT 1 


Inferior Nymphs careſſin 
Which palls in the paſſeſſing: 
My raviſhd Fancy traces is 


Exhauſtleſs Pleaſures, endleſs Charms, > 
And never-fading Graces, 
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> $ONG C XVI. 0 Gola 

ak ay % Ran Va nos VOY cit; 
A. for thee has cull'd her Stole: 
Then why ſhoult'ft thou, fond Maid, N 
Pretend to make thy Beauty e, n er A i 
In borrow'd Charms array c. 214 4149 L 
The radiant Plumes no more delight, [ yoqad reds 00 
Nor once our 'Thought employ 5 ; 1% K 0 


Whilſt thy own native Charms excite, ; 
Our Wonder and our Joy. * * | 

Believe me, Nymph, their Glories fade; | 
Plac'd near thy brighter Eyes; JIE | | 

Brilliants on you appear decay'd,' F 
On others _ 'd AR. 


. 


Since then Heav'n BRED 4, you win n all Hearts, 
Make Dreſs no more your Care; 

To meaner Beauties leave thoſe Arts, 
Which you ſo well can aße zeit. 


- 
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Reseees I'm going, ma dhe Day dong 

At Home and Abroad, or alone in a Thong 

| find that my Paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong +" 
That your Name when Em ſilent (ill puns in my Song, 
ding Balin a mona wat .Baljn a 1 ora, Balin a m 
ora, e gu vilr lid vatl zen oe 
A Kiſs ot your aer Lips for me, 01 obe a T 


8 Vite 2“ | R603 bun 
Since the firſt Time I ſaw I or Bon e & L 
| ſicep all the Day o 2 my Woes; ;; 
do hot is the Flame in my Boſom that glows, 
$y,St., Patrick, I fear it will burn thro my Cloaths, 
Balin a mona ora, &c. 
Your pretty black Hair for me. 
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In my Conſcience I fear I ſhall. die in my Grave, 
And grant the Petition Four Lover does Crave, . 


Sing Balin a mona ora, &c. 


11 
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Unleſs you comply and poor Phelim will ſhave, 


a> 


Who never was free till you made him your Slave, 


Your pretty black Eyes for me. 


On that happy Day when I make 12 Bride, 
With a ſwinging long, Sword how 111 ſtrut and 111 
| Bode Ft: Nomad 1 
With Coach and fix Hor ſes with Honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the Church by your Side, 


Sing Balin a mona ora, Balin a mona ora, Balin a mou 


ora, 


Your lilly white Fiſt for meme. 
SONG CXVIIL 


E Swains that are courting a Maid, 
_ Be warn'd and inſtructed by me; 


$3 bot ſmall Experience I've had, 


Il give you good Counſel, and free. 
The Women are changeable Things, 

And ſeldom a Moment the ſame; 
As Time a Variety brings, 

Their Looks new Humours proclaim. 


But he who in Love would ſucceed, 
And his Miſtreſs's Favour obtain, 


7 __*Mouftmind it as ſure as his Creed, 


To make Hay while the Sun is ſerene: 
There's a Seaſon to conquer the Fair, 
And that's when they're merry and gay: 
To catch the Occaſion rake Care; 
When tis gone, in vain you'll affay. 
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Nona 


To ſhake thy Love, or alter mine; 
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HO cruel Fate my With deni es 


4 


And ſhuts thce {rom my Tonging Eyes, 1 54 
The glad Remembrance of thy Charms, ᷑ 45 a EL 
My Heart with tend'reſt Tranſport warm, 1s 


And leaves thine Image in my Breaft 
With Mark indelible impreſt. 


Tho' all the Pow'ns around us join 


Tho' Nature change her wonted Courſe, 

And fillial Tears ſhould loſe: their Farce; 211517 
Tho' tend'reſt Parents Ty rants pro se,, 
Yer ſtill, my Mira, ſtill Pd love 


Tho' Av'rice (curſed Bane of Peace 
Should keep me from my Happineſs, 

Yer ſtill my Love ſhould follow thee, 
From ev'ry baſe Suſpicion free: 

My Heart ſhould adverſe Fate defy, 

And triumph in thy Conſtan . 
Tho' all the num'rous Train of Woes 
That Love inflicts, or Abſence knows, _—_— 
Should be my Lot; and made compleat 2 
By this the laſt, but heavieſt Weight; 7 
Bar up each Avenue, and deny > v0. 
The poor Indulgence of a Sigh. 


Should any dare the Hand of Heav nn, 
To force you where no Vous are gin, 
Yer ſtill I'd kee my Prize in View, [51120 8 
Would till my ſeadin Star purſue ; 

In artleſs Numbers make my Moan, 
And thus purſue thee, tho' unknown. 


r r — end 
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Oh! 3 inſtruct her willing Eyes, 
To trace me thro this dark Diſguiſe, 
To view my Paſſion, void of Art TEES 
And all the Meltings of my Heart: 825 | 
Then her own Sufterings will incline, | 
By Sympathy, to tink on mine, 


SONG: CXR. oy . 


Orgive, thou farieſt of thy Kind. 


If 


Þ e eg thy wrerched Swain; 
Who, while thy Charms diſtract his Mind, | 
T4 Preſumes to tell his Pain: | The t 
While others Beauties I rever d, That 
14 Amuſement twas to nue: n 2 Does 

For ſtill ſome kind Defect re il As 
bh. And I again was free. Vo ang havior lit Ar And 
| j [ dee He ſt 
©; 0 . 
| of With Wonder Hela 5 Ryes [ view'd | _ 
; (+ But felt not long the Smart; EN Ve E 
1 For, when I found the ſulten Prude, | bio 18711 yh 
I con recall'd my Heart. Na ai agmuir; bak 
7 18 I bleſs'd her Voice, when Sapho fang 3 ; 9 5 Or b 
þ * Can only Muſick kit: Cera eil Uk foul? It do 
Peaſtora's Beauty pleaded! s. S : As 
Bat Wit was wanting, ſtill. F ſtol 
N „ And 
44; Th 5 The 
[44 Thou, Celia, only art deſign'd,. 44 464 5; 
bl. To keep a Lover true,; bo 9202p lubak 1 0 240 
a; Thy ev ry Charm of Face and Mind, v 
M.uſt ev'ry Heart ſubdue. os 9186 is blk? a 
Hb To ſome a beauteous Form i is given bar roy Dito Wir 
To others Wit or Air:: 1 25 * 
[17 Bur thou, O why fo partial Hep een: *. 
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SONG CXXL. - 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
Bur burns for thee, my Pegey. a 
Far greater Bards the Lyre ſhou'd hit, 
For ſay what Subject is more fic, | 
Then to record the ſparkling Wir 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy ? 7 


The Sun firft rifing in the Morn, 
That paints the Dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, *' 

As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when, in Thetis Lap to reſt, | 
He ſtreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as undreſt 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Völet blows, 
Or breathes upon the Damask Roſe, 
It does not Half the Sweets diſcloſe, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 
I ſtole a Kiſs the ober . 
And truſt me, (nought but Truth I ſay) 
The Fragrance of the blooming May 


Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, redet 0 Þ{ 

With her the bleeting Flocks I'd feed, Gs ng 

And pipe upon my oaten Reed, SNG i 
To pleaſe, my lovely Peg... 

With her a Cottage wou delight 

All's happy when ſhe's in my Sight, 92 

But when ſhe's gone tis endſeſs Night, Ws oe 
All's dark without my Peggy. 
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While Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r ſhall rove, 


And Linnets warble thro' the Grove, 
Or ftately Swans the Waters love, 
So long ſhall. IL love Peggy. 


"And when Death with his pointed Dart 


Shall ſtrike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my mou Pegey- 


SONG CXXIL 


US IC, how powerful is thy r 1 


That can che fierceſt Grief diſarm; 
Calm Paſſions in a rüffled Breaſt, 
And lull c en Jealouſ; to reſt; 1 
With am'rous Thoughts the Soul inſpins, 


Or kindle up a warlike Fire, tis, 


So great is NLuſic CS Pocuer | 


Amphion, with his tuneful tim 

Cou'd Rocks remove and Stoues iaſpire, 

Command a City to ariſe, | | 

Make lofty Buildings touch the Skies; 

While Stones obedient to his Call 

Harmonious mov'd, and forma a Wall, 
So great, &c. 


Arion, from his Veſſel caft, p 

In Safety o'er the Billows paſt ; 

For mounting like the Ocean's God, 

Upon a Dolphins Back he rode, 

While Shoals of Fiſhes flock'd neared: 5 

And pleas'd drank in thi enchanting Sund, 
H great, &c. 0 
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When Orpheus chro? Hell 's "rw 


7 Soil 
W as * for his Conſort lo F 


_— 


His 


And Furies liſten'd to hi | 
His Song cou'd Charor's 48 il farm, 


And Pluto and his Conſort charm, 
H great, &c 


Infam'd by Muſic, oldicrs fas; 

Inſpir'd by Muſic, Poets wfite : 

MY c can heal the Lover's Wound, 

And calm fierce Rage by gentle Sound: 

Pailoſophy attempts in vain 

What Muſic can with Eaſe attain, 
So great is Muſec's Pow'r 1 


SONG cxxm 


HASTE Lucretia, whe! you lefe me, 
You of all that's dear bereft me, 
Tho' I ſhew'd no Diſcontent: 
Grief is tron d. 
And the lot 
When too great — find a Vent. 


How much fiercer is the Anguiſh, 
When we mbſt in Secret-languiſh } . 
Silent Streams are deepeſt found: 
Noiſy grieving 
Is deceiving 


Empty Veſlels make moſt. Sound. 


Had I Words that cou'd reveal i it, 
Yer I wiſely wou'd conceal. it, 


Tho' the be. but we 
Grief a ud erte ah Fe 


rw) 5 
Love and 8 4 


Always loſe by king A Atr. | 
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His Muſic drew the Ghoſts 2 
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Guardian Angels ſill defend you, 
And ſurprizin Fabel attend you, 
Whilſt I 1 the Winter Sun, 
Faintly ſhining, 
And declining, 
Till thy charming Spring return. 
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OME, wk your dug, the Northern Laſs, 
SO prettily advisd ; 


1 drank her Health, and really was 

Agreeably ſurpriz d: 

Her Shape ſo neat, her Voice ſo ſweet, 
Her Air and Mien ſo free; 

The Siren charm'd me from m „ 
But take your Drink, ſaid f 


If from the North ſuch Beauty | came, 
How eis that I feel 


Wichin my Breaſt that plowing Flame 


No Tongue can e'er reveal ? 


Tho' cold and raw the North Wind blow, 


All Summer s on her Breaſt; 


' Her skin is like the driven Snow, 8 


But Sunſhine all the reſt. 


Her Heart may Southern Climates melt, 


Tho' frozen now it ſeems ; 


That Joy with Pain be equal | felt, 


Ana balanc'd in Extreams :- 


Then, like our genial Wine, ſhe'll charm ON 


With Love my panting Breaſt; | 
Me, like our Sun, her Heart fhall warm, gy 
Bc ice to all the reF, 23 3% 
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IND God of Sleep, ſince it muſt be 

That we reſign ens Hours to thce, 
invade me not whilſt the full Bowl ! 
Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul.: 
Then only I thy Aid implore, 
When I can laugh and drink no more; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 
I haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But, Oh! if melting in my Arms, 

The Nymph ador'd, with all her Charms, 
In ſome ſoft Dream ſhou'd me ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 
Then, gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay, 

And ſlowly, ſlowly. bring the Day. 

If Fancy can ſuch Bliſs be ſtow, 

Who wou'd not be deluded ſo : 


S O NG. CXXVI, 


HY, cruel Creature, why To bent 
To vex a tender. Heart? 

To Gold and Title you relenr, 
Love throws in vain his Dart, 


Let glitt ring Fools in Courts be great, 
For Pay let Armies move: 
Beauty ſhou'd have no other Bait, 
But gentle Vows and Love. 5 


f on thoſe endleſs Charms you lay 
The Valve that's their Due, | 

Kings are themſelves too poor to pay; 
A Thouſand Worlds too 4 | 

Ti 2 
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But if a Paſſion without Vice, 


F 
Without Diſguiſs r Art, 
Ah, Cælia ] if true Love's your Price, ? 
111 Behold i it in my NEE. on | 
0 SONG cxxvn 
HE HILE Strephon on fair Ghle hun 
14 And gently — and ſweetly 


The Nymp * in a hiſGaiafo) Air, BY 
Thus — 2 mock'd the * $ care: 13 


| | Swain, I know that you diſcover 
| j In my Form a Thouſand Charms; 

Can you point me out a Lover The 
| | Worthy my encircling Arms 7 I 
75 | | Bcy, no more ap roach my Beauty, 155 
ul Iiüll you equal Merit boaſt; ; 

i . To adore me is a Duty, In the 
| {f "Thouſands witneſs to their Coft. | Un 
1 
1 Stung to the Heart, the redd ning Swain 2 
1 On the vain Maid retorts n; | | 
+18 N 
15 . | Fooliſh Crantine, did each Feature | 7 Th. 
37: Bloom beyond the Pride of Nature, Since 
„ Artful feigning, coy difdaining, Is y 

Vain Coquet, deſtroy them | | 
Go, oer-bearing, Nen ſalbarlug. 
Lay a Thouſands Fops ie ing; 
Then complying, ſighipg, 


To ſome F Fool a Victim bah 


Nymphs like you, while they're e 
Angels all in Front appear ; | 

Bur the Sot their Arts believing, 

- _ But the Sot their Arts bellen " 48 
— Finds the Devil in the Rear. 
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O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 

The one Thing I beg of kind Heav'n to grant, 
Is a Mind independent and free. | 


Wich Paſſions unruffled, untainted' with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare: | 

The Wants of Nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but Folly and Care. 


The Bleſſings which Providence freely has lent, 
Ii juſtly and gratefully prize; * 
While ſweet Meditation and chearful Content 
Sball make me both healthy and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the great Man's Poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd [I'll challenge my Part; 
For ev'ry fair Obje& my Eyes can ſurvey 


Contributes to gladen my Heart. . > 


How vainly, through infinite Trouble and'Stri'e, 
The Many their Labours employ ! 

Since all that 1s truly * . in Life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 


SONG CXXIX. 


* THEN Night had ſet the World to Reſt, 
And Mortals Cares appeas d, W 
Strait was my longing faithful Breaſt 

With Cælia's Image ſeiz'd. 


dad ſhe appear'd, yet ſmiling. too; 


Willing, and yet afraid: | 
She bluſh'd, and knew not what to do, 
But thus ſhe ſighing ſaid ; , - 


* Ceaſe, 
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© Ceaſe, Strephon, oeaſe, it muſt not be, 
ln vain you weep and figh : 
« Talk not of Love or Flames to me, 
« for I muſt {till N | 
% Do but this wither'd Roſe-bud ſee, 
« How dead it does appear? 
© Before twas gather'd rom the Tree, 
« You thought it freſh and fair. 


40 
« Fond Innocence betray 


| Falſe Men, who ſtudied treach'rous Arts, | 


4 . | 
« They talk of Charms, and Flames, and Darts, 


But mean not what they fay. 
Vet, Ah! could Srrepkon Faithful prove, 
« And conſtant to theſe Charms: 


No more, ſaid I, no more, my Love,“ 


And claſp'd hes in my Arms. 


8 80 N cxxx. 


WEEE T AS the Charms of her I love, iris 
More fragrant than the Damask Roſc 


| Soft as the Down of 'Turtte Dove; 
Gentle as Air when Zepbyr blows ; 
- Refreſhing as deſcending Rains, 


To Sun-burnt Climes and thirſty Plains. 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial ro the Sun; 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 


W hoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Mon; 


From ev*ry other Charmer free; 
My Life and Love ſhall oho 'thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 

The Dam the tender Kid purſurs: 
Sweet Philomel in ffrady Bow'rs 

_ Of verdant Spring her Nöte renews: 


——— ——— — 
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All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature muſt change hey beaureous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſons riſe ; 

As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer th* Approach of Autumn flies: 

No Change in Love the Seaſons bring, 

Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


evouring Time, with ſtealing Pace, 

Makes Tobey Oaks and Cedars bow ; 
Ev'n Marble Tow'rs, and Walls of Braſs, 

In his rude March he levels low : 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death only, with his cruel Dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove, 

And drive him from the bleeding Heart, 
To mingle with the Bleſs'd above; 
Where, known to all his kindred Train, 

He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love, and his Sifter fair, the Soul, 
Twin born, from Heav'n together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 1 7 
When dying Sesſons loſe their Name: 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Pow'r, - 
Wen Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


SONG CXXRI. 
SK me not how calmly I, | 
All rhe Cares of Life defy ;_ 


Euw I baffle human Woes, 
Woman, Woman, Woman knows. 


* 


14 The WREATH: 
You may live and laugh as I: 
You, like me, may Care defy ; 
All the Pangs the Hearc endures, 
Woman, Women, Woman Cures. 


Ask me not of empty Toys, 

Feats of Arms and drunken Joys; 

I have Pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, Woman, Woman's mine, 
Raptures more than Folly know, 
More than Fortune can beſtow ; 

Flowing Bowls and conquer'd Fields, 

Woman, Woman, Woman yields. 


— 


Ask me not of Woman's Arts, 

Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts ; 
Tell the Wretch that pines and grieves, 
Woman, Woman, Womard lives. 

All Delights the Heart can know, | 
More than Folly can beſtow ; - E 
Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of Kings, — 
Woman, Woman, Woman brings. | 
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SONG CXXXII. 


9 WAS in the Bloom of May, 
When Odours breathe around ; 
When Nymphs are blythe and gay, 
And all in Mirth abound ; . 
That happily I ſtray'd, 
To view my fleecy Care : 
Where I beheld a Maid, 
No Mortal e er ſo fair. 


' She wore upon her Head, 

ſ A Bonnet made of Straw, 
7 Which ſuch a Face did ſhade, 
As Phabus never faw ; 


. 
1 Fl * 
1314 


Her Locks of Nut- brown Hue, 
A round-ear'd Coif conceal'd j 
Which to my pleaſing View, 
A ſporting Breeze reveald. 


Around her ſlender Waiſte, 
A Scrip embroider d hung; 

A Lute her Fingers grac'd, 
Accompany'd with her Tongue; 
With ſuch a pleaſing Note, | 

Cu220ni might regale, 
Or Philomela's Threat,. 
That warbles thro' the Vale. 


Not long I flood in View, 
Struck with her heavenly Air; 
] to the waar —_ = 
And caught my yieldi r. 
Hear this, os {omfol Baltes, | 
And milder Ways purſue ; - 
She that in Charms excels, 7 
Excels in Kindneſs too, 


SONG CXXXI 


TTEND, ye ever tuneful Swains, 
That in melodious lulling Strains, 
Of Chloe ſing or Phillis; 
Tho' weak my Skill, tho* rude my Verſe, 
Upbraid me not whilſt Þ rehearſe, 
The Charms of Polly Milli. 


Tho' languid I, and poor in Thought, © 
No simile ſhall dere ht, * | 
From Roſes, Pinks, or Lillies: 
Some meaner Beauties they may hit, 
But ſure no Si mile can fir, 9 
The Charms of Polly Millis. 


— 


e WREATH © 


A Simile to match her Hair, 

Her lovely Forchead high and fair, 
Beyond my greateſt Skill is; 

How then, ye Gods! can be expreſt, 


The Eyes, the Lips, the heaying Breaft, 


Of charming Polly Willis. 


She's not like Venus on the Flood, 
Or as ſhe once on Ida ſtood, 
Nor mortal Amarillis ; 
Frame all that's lovely, bright and fair, 
Of pleaſing Shape, and killing Air; 
And that is Polly Willis. 


Tho' Time her Charms may wear away, 
All Beauty muſt in Time decay ; 

Yet in rg Pow'r there ſtill is, 
A Charm which ſhall for Life endure, 
1 mean the ſpotleſs Mind ard pure 
Of charming Polly Willis. | 


SONG cxxxIV. 
NAI Delia, unveil thoſe bright Eyes, 


IJ he Sun has illumin'd the Skies; 
The Sky-Lark is now on the Wing: 
The Shepherds their Cottages leave, 
And Zephyr ſoft Gales does diſcloſe ; 
Then ſome of the Odours receive, 
Which Flora now kindly beſtows. 


Tho' Beauties around me do throng, 
And Flowers now gayly appear; 
Ly I ſtill paſs along, 1 

hey charm not till Delia is here: 
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And view the Delights of the Spring ; 


Then, 


. <> WEE En et BR A es - A/ 
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Then, beauteous Delia ariſe, | 
And haſte with your Strephon away 3 * 
Iaſpe& both the Earth and the Skies; 


he Wonders of Nature ſurvey. 


SONG CXXXV. 


LY, Care, to the Winds thus I blow thee away ; 

il drown thee in Wine, if thou dar'ſt but to ſtay : 
Wich Bumpers of Claret my Spirits F1l raiſe, 
III laugh, and I'll fing, all the reſt of my Days. 


Great Bacchus this Moment atlopts me his Son, 

And brightens my Fancy with Tranſports unknown: 
The ſparbling Liquor new Vigour ſupplies, oh 
And makes the Nymph kind who before was too wiſe.” 


Then, dull ſober Mortals, be happy with me; 
Two Bottles of Claret will make us agree, 
Will open your Eyes to ſee Phillis's Charms, 


And, her Coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe will fly to your 


Arms. 


SONG CXXXVI. 
The ROVER Hr: 


Y youthful Heart, an eaſy Prize, 
Was firſt enſlav'd by Sally's Eyes, 
With ev'ry Glance enchanted : 

And, tho' the Rapture fir'd my Soul, 

With aukward Air each kiſs I ſtole, 
Nor knew the Bliſs I wanted; | - 


To Study then I flew for Aid, EE OT e 
dat there too ſoon ſoft Thoughts invade, - © + 1 = 


- 
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And taint my Inclinations. 


Why did ye, Gods, ſuch Warmth impart? 
Why form my unreſiſting Heart „ 


A Slave to all the Paſſions ? 


Doom'd ſtill a Dupe to giddy Love, 
Falſe Sukey's Charms I needs mult prove, 
And ruſh'd ro my Undoing ; 
For, Oh! too ſoon the gentle Flame, 
A wild, deſtructive Fire became, 
And hurry'd me to Ruin. 


Then Short and Tall, and Brown and Fair, 
By Turns, my am'rous Moments ſhare, 
Unfix'd as April Weather; 
Nor wou d my Heart ſubmit t entreat 
A ſingle Nymph, but proudly beat 
For all the Sex together. 


At length I Jenny chanc'd to ſee, 
Like gentle Nature fair and free, 
And was again unhearted: 
Jo her the little Fluicrer flew, 
And grafted to her Boſom grew, 
Nor can from thence be parted. 


SONG CXXXVIL 


FL rother Day my Heart was free, 


But now it wears a Chain; 88 


Then, Cloe, as I ſigh for thee, 
Let me not ſigh in vain. 

For thee a Garland I will braid, 

* — nn _ lovely Brow ; 

1 hen ſhalt thou ſay, O! charming Mail 

Thy Damon is moſt ere. y 


With! 
And 
And, 1 
Tho 
In Ext 
And 
Each 
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With thee I'll feed our fleecy Care, 
And trip it o'er the Plain; 


Thou ſhalt reward my Pain: 
in Extacy we'll paſs the Night, 

And both in one be blet; 
Exch Moment taſte a new Delight, 

Then fink, and die to Reſt. 


SONG cxxxvm. 
ROGER of tbe Dale. 


E gentle Winds that fan the Sea, 
And wave the fragrant Bower, 

Bear hence my Sighs, and haſte to me 
The Swain whom I adore. | 

I vain fair Flora ſpreads her Charms 
Yer ev'ry Hill and Vale, 

While abſent from my longing Arms 
Is Roger of the Dale. 


Let wanton Nymphs and Swains employ, 
In ſenſual Love, their Days; 
While I my darling Youth enjoy 
In Virtue's ſmiling Rays. 
Take all the falſe Delights of Cour:s, 
Each glitt ring Beau arid Belle; 
bive me, with harmleſs rural Sports, 
My Roger of the Dale. 


S O N G cxxxIxX. 


AIN is ev'ry fond Endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender Dart, 
or Examples move us never, 
We mult feel, to know the Smart. 
N 


With 


hs, 


And, when the Gloom of Night draws near, 
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146 The WREATH. 
When the Shepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our Beauty ſets to View, 


Vanity, her Aid ſupplying, 1 
Bids us think—'us all our Due. ; 
Softer than the vernal Breezes, : 
Is the mild, deceittul Strain; 238 
Frowning Truth our Sex diſpleaſes, ä 0 
N Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 
. Soon, too ſoon, the happy Lover, the 
160 Will our tend'reft Hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be a Rover, 
Fouliſh Woman to believe. T 
| ets I; 
8 SONG CXL. 
ELL me no more I am deceiv'd, 
I' hat Clce's falſe and common; 
I always knew, at leaſt believ'd, 
She was a very Woman: 
| As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careF'd, t 
115 She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd; F 
1/1 She cou'd do more for no Man. | | Ar 
= | | | 
þ But, Oh! her Thoughts on others ran, Th 
. And that you'll think a hard Thing; 2 
0 Per aaps ſhe thinks yourſelf the Man, 
7 th And what care I one Farthing. | Th 
il You ſay ſhe's falſe ; I'm ſure ſhe's kind; eo 
"31h I rake her Body, you her Mind, Th 
1 Who has the better Bargain? / 
N I | Un 
1/8 SONG CXLI. Shi 
1 FO thee, O gentle Sleep! alone 5 
1 Is owing all our Peace; | Th 
| By thee our Joys are height'ned ſhown; þ 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe, | WI 


The 


The WREATH. 
The Nymph whoſe Hand, by Fraud or Force, 
Some Tyrant has poſleſs'd ; . 
By thee obtaining a Divorce, 
In her own Choice is bleſt. 


0 Ray ! Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 


The ſadly — K 
Conjures thee not to loſe in Day, 
he Object of her Care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſonght, 
That Motion chas'd her Sleep : 

Thus, by ourſelves, are ofc neſt wrought, 
The Griefs for which we weep. 


SONG CLI. 


The Violet ſweet, and Lilly fair, 
e dapled Pink, and bluſhing Rofe, 
To deck my charming Cloe's Hair, 
At Morn the Nymph vouchſaf'd to place 
Upon her Brow the various Wreath : 
The Flow'rs, leſs blooming than her Face, 
The Scent, leſs fragrant than her Breath. 


i ins Pride of ev'ry Grove I choſe; 
h 


The Flow'rs ſhe wore along the Day, 
And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd {aid, 


Thar in her Hair they look'd more 84s | 


Than growing in their native Be 
Undreſs'd at Evening, when ſhe found 

Their Odours paſt, their Colours loſt; 
She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 

Her Garland, and her Eye ſhe caſt. 


That Eye drop'd Senſe, diſtin& and clear 
As any Muſes Tongue could ſpeak ; 


| When, from its Lid, a pearly Tear 


Ran trickling down her beauteous Cheek. 
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Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My Love! my Life! ſaid I, explain 
« That Change of Humour ? prithee tell 

« That falling Tear, what can it mean 


She figh'd, ſhe ſmil'd, and to the Flowers Nor « 
Pointing, the lovely Mor'Jiſt ſaid, Gi) 
« See, Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, No if 
« See yonder, what a Change is made! | No 
« Ah! mc, the blooming Pride of May, Reler 
« And that of Beauty are but one; Le 
« Ar Morn, both flouriſh bright and gay; | His h 
« Both fade at Evening, pale and gone. Ar 


« At Dawn, poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
„ The am'rous Youths around her bow'd ; 
«© Ar Night, her fatal Knell was rung; 
« 1 ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her Shroud, 
« Such as ſhe ts, who dy'd To-day, 
„ Such J, alas! may be To-morrey : 
te Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay, 
« 'The Juſtice of thy Cloes Sorrow.“ 


SO NG CXLI. 
I 


! Pity Collin, cruel Fair, 
Think on his Sighs and Tears: 


His Sighs, regardleſs as the Air, 
And without Hope, his Tears. 

Collin was once the happieſt Swain, 
That e'er in Albion d welt; 

He laugh'd at Love, and mock'd at Pain, 
Love's Pangs he: ne'er had felt. | 


The neighb'ring Nymphs had often try'd, 
Wich Love, to Jure the Swain; | 
Bur he as oft” their Suit deny'd ; 

Fer Love, return'd Diſdain: 


55 


Jhe WREATH. 
But. Ah! how chang'd his former State, 
With folded Arms he walks, 


© Upbraids the Gods, and curſes Fate, 


And like a Madman talks. 


Nor can ſoft Muſick's flat ring Charms, 
Give now the leaſt Delight; 

No more the Bowl his Boſom warms, 
Nor rural Sports invite. 


Relent, fair Maid, ere Colin dies, 


Let him not mourn in vain 
His hopeleſs Love, regardleſs Sighs, 
And unrewarded Pain. 


SONG CXLIV. 


HEN Morn her Sweets ſhall firſt unfold, 
And paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold, 

On tufted Green, O let me play, 

And welcome up the jocund Day. 

Wak'd by the gentle Voice of Love, 

Ariſe, my Fair, ariſe, and prove 

The dear Delights fond Lovers know, 

The beſt of Bleſſings here below. 


To ſome clear River's verdant Side, 

Do thou my happy Footſteps guide; 

In Concert with the purling Stream, - 
We'll ting, and Love ſhall be the Theme. 
Ere Night aſſumes her gloomy Reign, 

And Shadows lengthen o'er the Plain, 

We'll to ſome ſilent Shade repair 

For Peace and Pleaſure wait us there, 


The Jaughing God there keeps his Court, 
und little Loves inceſſant Sport; 
Around the winning Graces wait, 

And calm Contentment guards il.e Scat: 
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We'll bleſs the Hour our Love begun, 
The happy Moment made us one. 


SONG CXLV. 


. OUNG Damon, once the happieſt Swain, 


The Pride and Glory of the Plain, 
Yer ſce the Effects of Love 
Depriv'd of all his former Reſt, 
Shun'd Company, with Grief oppreſt, 
And ſougar the thickeſt Grove. 


The Nymphs and Swains all trove to find 

What ewas difturb'd the Shepherd's Mind, 
But when they begg'd to know, 

He only ſhook his drooping Head, 


And ſighing mournfully, he ſaid, 


« My Fate will have it fo.” | 


Ayriilla, hearing of his Woes, 
Came to, and kindly ask d the Cauſe 
Of all his mighty Pain : 


'The Youth, tranſported and amaz'd 


To hear her charming Voice, ſoon rais'd 
| His Head, and thus began: 


* I love, but *tis a Nymph fo fair, 
« That I of al! Succeſs deſpair, ' 
And nought expect bur Scorn ; 
%% And, Oh! forgive, ſince ask'd by you, 
« If farther I my Tale purſue, 
« Ard fay, for you I burn,” 


The Nymph then bluch'd, and ſmiling, fald, 


% And is it tous you court a Maid, 


There, loſt in Extacies of Joy, 
While tendereſt Scenes our Thoughts employ 


«RW 


(\ 
10 
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« With ſighing and with pining ? 
« Tn Love, the want of Confidence, 
« [s worſe by Half than want of Senſe ; 
« Riſe, Man, and leave your whining.” 


SONG CXLVI. 


Nrag'd with Delia's coy Diſdain, 
Deſpairing Damon ſwore, 
cd now diſpel his am'rous Pain, 
lor think of Woman more; 
But firſt each Plegige of former Love, 
Each Preſent he'd reclamn : 
Then haſtens to the neighb' ing Grove, 
And thus addreſs'd the Dame: 


« Falſe Fair, thou krow'ſt that taper Crook, 

« Taar faichfal Dog that guards thy Flock, 
« That Scrip too, once were mine; 

« Bur tinge my Love unheeded dies, 

Since you no more the Giver prize, 


« His Love and Gifts reſign.“ 


With milder Mien and ſmoother Brow, 
And well diſſembled Sighs, 

The Fair One meets the Chepherd now, 
And, bluſhing, thus replies: 


« Whate'er thy fickle Fondneſs gave, 

« Thine Av'rice back again ſhall have; 
« Bur, Oh! remember, Swain, 

With ev'ry Gift a Kiſs you join'd, 

* Be then thoſe Kiſſes now rehgu'd, 
Nor will I aught retain,” 


Thus faying, to the Youth ſhe flew, 


5 Around his Neck her Arms ſhe threw, 
Ah | 


152 The WREATH. 
Her Lips to his applied; ; 

Her fwelling Boſom preſs'd to his, 

Iufus'd her Soul at ev'ry Kitts, 

And quite forgot her Pride. 


With Raptures joyful Damon hears, 
Bis Bliſs too great to bear; 

Then thus, wich faul:'ring Voice, he chears 
The penitential Fair: 


5 


« Forgive, my Love! my Life! my Joy.! 
« Forgive thy rude, ill-manner'd Bo), 
« Who dar'd his Griefs diſplay; 
% My Crook, my Flock, Y All, be thine ; 
« Let this, my Fair, be only ine, 
« To love and to obey,” 


— 


8 We follow ſweer Varicty; 
= By Turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. 


Why ſhould niggard Rules controul, 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul ? 
No dull Rinting Hour we own, 

WW Pleaſure counts our Time alone. 
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Piarewel Lovers when they're cloy'd ; 
Ik I am fcorn'd becauſe enjoy d, 

= Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free 
Jo rid me of dull Company, 


SHE wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts; 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, | 
WMho bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 
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They have Charms whilſt mine. can pleaſe, 755 
I love them much, bur more my Eaſe; 
do jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 


No faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 


Why ſhould they <'er give me Pain, 
Wo to give my Joy diſdain? 

Ail hope of mortal Man 

Is :0 love me whilſt he can, 


SONG cxLIX. 


OU'D you tafte the Noon-tide Air ? 
To yon fragrant Bow 'r repair, 
Where woven with the Poplar Bough 
The mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each Side a Fountain flows, e 
Iinkling, murm'ring, as it goes | 
lightly o'er the moff raund, 
vul:ry Phœbus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid Herds and Sheep, 

Srerch'd o'er ſunny Hillocks ſleep, fy 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 

The Fair does all alone repoſe : 


on 


All alone and in her Arms 

Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms ; 
1] bleſs'd, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 
Tae Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG CL. 
Advice to the FAI R. 


H ** hark, oer the Plains how the merry Bells ring, 
Alleep while my Charmer is laid; > 
aileep while my Charmer, Oe. | 
he Village is np and the Day on the Wing, 


3 WY , may yet die a Maid, MV 
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11 154 
bt M r Girl; my poor Girl ; 
Af And Phillis may yet die a Maid: 
0 My poor Girl, 
Mii And Phillis ny yer die a Maid. 
Ul SHE. 
15 "Tis hardly yet Day and I cannot away ; 
Wk. Oh! Damon, I'm young and afraid; 
1 Oh ! Damon, I'm young, Ec. 
10 To-morrow, my Dear, III to Church without Fear, 
Wk Bur ler me Tonight lie a Maid, 
Rin My dear Boy, Oc. 
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The Eride-Maids are met, and Mamma's on the fret 
>. Hh, all my coy Phillis u N 
| A} 5 all my coy Phillis, 
By Midnight, my Dear, hall be eas'd of her Fear, 
Nor grieve ſhe's no !onger a Maid, 
My poor Girl, Oc. 


SHE. 


Dear Shepherd forbear, and To-morrow I ſwear; 
'To-morrow I'll not be afraid; 
To-morrow I'll not, &c. 

I'll open the Door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a Maid, 


My dear Boy, sc. 


1 


No, no Phillis, no, on that Boſom of Snow, 
To-night ſhall your Shepherd be laid; 
EE To-night ſhall, &c. 
Faſt lock: A in his Arms, you ſhall yield up your Charm 
Nor with to live longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, Oc. 
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8 HE. 
Then open the Door, *twas unbolted before, 
Twas Damon his Bliſs that delay d; 
Twas Damon, &C, | 
To Church let us go, and if there I ſay, No; 
O then ler me die an old Maid, 
My dear Boy, &#c. 
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DUET and CHORUS. 


way then, away; and to Love give the Day: 
Ye Nymphs let Example perſuade: 
Ye Nymphs let Example, & . 
'Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid, 
My dear Girl, my dear Girl; 
Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid, 
| My dear Girl; 
'Tis fooliſh to die an old Maid. 


SONG CLI. 


[ Tell with equal Truth and Grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant Thief: 
before the Urchin well could go, 

dhe ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snow; 
And more that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
dic ſtole the Bluſhes of the Morn 


the pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Teeth, 

and ſtole the Cow's ambroſial Breath; 
The Cherry, ſteep'd in Morning-Dew, 
bave Moiſture to her Lips and Hue: 
Theſe where her infant Spoils, a Store, 
To which in Time the added more. 


it Twelve ſhe ſtole from Cyprus Queen 
tier Air and Love commanding Mein 8 4 


Let Beauty be kind, when the Swain's in the Mind; 
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Stole Fund's Dignity, and ſtole 
From Pallas Senſe to charm the Soul: 


Apollo's Wir was next her Prey; 
Her next, the Beam that lights the Day. 


There's no repeating all her Wiles ; 
She ſtole the Graces winning Smiles: 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens heard, 

| And to aflerc their Voice appear'd: _ 
She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill 
Wouder'd who thus had ſtole their Skill. 


And c'other Day ſhe ftole my Heart. 
If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, 
Exert- thy Vengeance on the Fair; 
To rial bring her ſtolen Charms, 
And let her Priſon be my Arms, 


* 


SONG CLI. 


| Wut Fanny, blooming Fair, 
| Firſt met my raviſh'd Sight, 
Caught with her Shape and Air 
I telc a ſtrange Delight: 
W hilt eagerly I gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
She ſtole into my Heart. 


„ „ * 
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In ker bewitching Eyes, 

Tien thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid basking lies, 
* His Shafts are hoarded there: 
Her blooming Cheeks are dy d 
With Colour all their own, 
3 far the Pride 
Of Roſes newly blown. 
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Great Jove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 
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The, WREATH. 
Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs | 8 
The lucky Hand of eve; 
Her Features all exprels 
The beauteous Queen, of Love; 
What Flames my Nerves Invade, 
When I behold che Breaſt 
Of that roo charming Maid 
Riſc ſuing to be preſt ? 


Venus round Fannys Waiſt 
Has on her Ceſtus bound, 
With guardian Gupids grac'd, 
Who ſport the Circle round : y 
How happy will he be | 
Who ſhall her Zone unlooſe ! 
That Bliſs to all bur me 
May Heav'n and ſhe refuſe, 


SONG CLIII. 
AME's an Echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitring Bubble; 
A Breath can ſwell, a Breath can fink it, _ 
The Wiſe not worth their keeping think it. 


Why then, why ſuch Toil and Pain, 
Fame's uncertain Smiles ro gain? 

Like her Siſter Fortune blind, - 

To the Beſt ſhe's oft unkind, | 
And the Worſt her Favour find. 


SONG CLIV. 
B the ſweet Flow'rs around, 


With all the bright Beauties they wear; 


Yet none on the Plain can be found, 
So lovely as Cælia is fair. 

Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throats 
No longer in Silence remain ; 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
To ſoften my Calia s Diſdain. pt 
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Oft Times in yon flow'ry Vale, 

I breathe my Complaint in a Song; 
Fair Flora aitends the ſoft Tale, | 
And ſweetens the Borders along: 

Bur, Celia, whoſe Breath might perfume, 
The Boſom of Flora in May; 

Still frowning, pronounces my Doom, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 


SONG Cv. 


And with its ſofteſt Luſtre charm'd, 
Tis in this happy Day; 
When 1n this Mirror, the fair Maid, 
Her radiant Charms to Sight diſplay'd, 
With conſcious Beauty's gay. 


Cor tent your yourhfu] harmleſs Mind, 
And pleas'd in 'Friumph ſmile; 
Vet fear, left FVerus, Queen of Love, 
- Who ſports with Men and Gods above, 
Igntends ſome hidden Guile. 


"Twas thus Narciſſus, who had gain'd 
The Nymph's Affection, he diſdain'd, 
His wat'ry Image ſees; 

His haughty Heart to all beſide, 
Humbles to his own Charms its Pride, 
And now's the Prey of Bees 


es charming far than you, yer vain, 
; Beauty could h1s Pride maintain, 


< 
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Fh Victim of irs Blaze: 1 
Chad he ſeen your potent Charms, 
_— fill my Breaft wich ſweet Alarms, 


Wwe your Rays, © 
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F ever blooming Beaury warm'd, i 


Wich thoſe bright Eyes for Love deſign'd, 


More be 
There n 
Ot 
Then ga 
While t 
And i: 


But if Se 
cou d ci 
Be 
An equa. 
You'll d 
Anc 


With R. 
would 
Tha 
I'd on yc 
Content 
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More beautiful then he, be ſure, 
There nothing el er the Wound can cure, 
Ot your victorious Eyes; 
Then gaze on ſtill, with Wonder gaze, 
While the bright Glaſs your Charms diſpla /s, 
And in Self-glory riſe. 


But if Self-adoration's Pow'r 
Cou'd change Narciſſus to a Flow'r, 
Be of his Lot aware; 1 
An equal Fate ſuch Charms artends, 
You'll diſappoint your Lovers, Friends, 
And bleſs like him the Air. 


Yet I, whoſe Breaſt ſoft Pleaſures move, 
Muſt make this Pray'r to Pow'rs above, 
To be a Zephyr gay ; 2 en 
ind when you all your Charms diſcloſe, = 
d emulate the blooming Roſe, Faw ot 
In your ſweet Foliage play. 


With Rapture in each gentle Gale, | 

l would the fragraut Sweets inhale,  - N 
That fill the Circuit round; 

Id on your Beauties ever gaze, 

Coutent my Love ten Thouſand Ways, 
And circle the bleſt Ground, 


SONG CLVI. 


Fair, ye Swains, is gone aftray, 
The little Wand'rer loſt her Way, 
lagactherfag Flow'rs the other Day: 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor lovely Phillls.” 
ah! lead her Home, ye gentle Swain, 


Who know an abſent Lover's Pains, - 


ud bring me ſafely o'er the Plains 
lor My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely PI illis. 
O 3 Conceive 
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| Conceive what Tortures rack my Mind, 


And if you'll be ſo juſt and kind, 

I'll give you certain Marks to find, 

When eber a charming Form you ſee, 

Serenely grave, ſedately free, 

And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe, 
Tis Phillis, &C. 


Not boldly bare, or Half undreſs'd, 

Bur under Cover lightly preſs'd, 

In ſecret plays the little Breaſt, 
Of Phillis, &c. 

When ſuch a heav'nly Voice you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryade near; 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring Home my Dear, 
»Tis Phillis, &Cc. . 


The Nymph, whoſe Perſon void of Art, 


Has e ery Grace in e ery Part, 

With murd'ring Eyes, yet harmleſs Heart, 

Is Phillis, &c. | | 

W hoſe Teeth are like an Iv'ry Row, 

W hoſe Skin is like the cleareſt Snow, 

Whole Face like——nothing that I know, 
Is Phillis, &c. | 


Bat reſt, my Soul, and bleſs your Fate, 
The Gods who form'd a Piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat, 

As Philtis, as Phillis, as lovely Phillis, 
Proud of their Hit, in ſuch a Flow'r, 


> Which ſo exemplifies their Power, 


Will guard, in ev'ry dangerous Hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 
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SONG CLVII. 


OW ſweet are the Flowers? how lovely the 
Spring ? . 
How gaudy the Pride of the Grove ? 
How wanton the Air is? the Birds how they fing ? 
And chirrup, and chirrup, ſoft Meaſures of Love! 
And chirrup, and chirrup, ſoft Meaſures of Love ! 
Yet not of themſclves the gay Reautics can pleaſe, 
We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe, 
We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe, 


The Flowers wou'd wither, the Spring have an End, 
The Pride of the Grove wou'd decay; | 
The Air wou'd be noxious, the Birds but offend, 
If my Parent, my King, were away: 
If my Parent, Oc. 
For not of themſclves the vain Pageants can pleaſe, 
We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eiſe, 
We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eiſe, * 


SONG CLvin. 
COLLIN and PHOEBE. 


H E. 
E ſtill, O ye Winds, and attentive ye Swaine, 

' is Phæbe invites and replies to my Strains: 
The Sun never roſe on, ſearch all the World thro', 
A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a Fair one ſo true, 

A Shepherd ſo bleſt, or a Fair one ſo true. 


SHE. 
Glide ſoftly ye Streams, O ye Nymphs round me throng, 
Tis Collin commands, and enlivens my Song: 14 
Search all the World over, you never can find ; 1 
A Maiden ſo bleſt, or a Shepherd ſo kind, |: 
A Maiden ſo bleſt, &«c. 
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1 CHORUS. 
77, Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to the Nar 'Tis 1 
"The ſcveeteſt of Bleſſinss that Life can endeav ; ; | 
Our Pleaſures it heightens, drives Sorrow away, 
. Gites Foy to the Night, and enlivens the Day, Ye 8 
Gives yey to the Night, &c. Fa | How 
E E Incor 
We . And 
With Phoebe beſide me, all Nature looks gay, And 
Aud Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as May; 
| it Tue Summer's gay Verdure ſtill ſprings as ſhe treads, 
Fi And Lirnets aud Nightingales fang thro' the Meads, ve! 
bY And Linnets, c. | Atte: 
[4 n < | You 
. > : 8 H E. | And 
8 When Collin is abſent "tis Winter all round, And 
N j j How faint is the Sunſhine ? how barren the Ground? 
1 Inſtead of the Linnet's and Nightingale's Song, 
ul I hear the hoarſe Raven croak all the Day long, This 
Wn I hear the hoarſe Raven, &c. The 
{8 2 | Our 
jd i CHORUS. Gizy 
pl Give 


|: *Tis Love, bike the Sun, &c. 


| H E. ; 

* Ofer Hill, Dale, and Valley, my Phœbe and I 
Together will wander, and Love ſhall be by: 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long Day, 
And Ph ove at Night all his Pains ſhall repay, 
And Piabe, &c. 
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SHE. 


14 1) . : . - 
"ai By Moonlight when Shadows glide over the Plain, h 
„ Eis Kiſſes ſhall chear me, his Arm ſhall ſuſtain; Pre 
„ The dark haunted Grove I can trace without Fear, t 


And ſteep in a Church- Yard if Collin is near, 
* And fleep, Sc. ith i; 
1 3 CHORUS 


* 


CHORUS. 
"Tis Love, like the Sun, &c. 
| * 01.3 


* 
Ye Shepherds that wanton it over the Plain, 


How fleeting your Tranſports | how laſting your Pain! 


Inconftancy ſhun, and reward the kind Shz, 
And learn to be happy from Phoebe and me, 
And learn, c. | 


SHE 


Ye Nymphs, who the Pleaſures of Love never try'd, 
Artend to my Strains, and take me for your Guide; 
Your Hearts keep from Pride and Inconſtancy free, 
And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 

And learn, c. 7's 


| CHORUS. 
'Tis Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to the Year, 
The ſweeteſt of Bleſſings that Life can endear; 
Our Pleaſures it beightens, drives Sorrow away, 
Gives Foy to the Night, and enlivens the, Day, 
| Gives Foy to the Night, and enlivens the Day. 


SONG CLIX. 
OO plain, dear Youth, theſe tell-tale Eyes 5 


My Heart your own declare; ; 
But, for, Heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffice 
You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt Pow'r to try, 
Nor farcher urge your Sway; 
Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 


For fear I ſhould obey. 


| | 163 3 
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But could your Arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would you a Maid undo, 
Whoſe greateſt Failing, is her Love, 
And that her Love for you! 
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Say, would you uſe that very Pow'r 
You from her Fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal Hour : 
A Life of ſpotleſs Fame ? 5 


Reſolve not then to do an III, 
hecauſe perhaps you may; 
But rather try your utmoſt Skill 
| To ſave me than betray. 


Ls Be you yourſelf my Virtu-'s Guard, 
Defend, and nor purſue ; | 

Since tis a Task for me too hard, 

To ſtrive with Love and you. 


SONG CLX. 


8 good Fellows all, 
Who love to be told where there's Claret good 


Store, 
Attend to the Call 
Ot one who's ne'er frighted, 
But greatly delighted, 
With ſix Bottles more: 
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; Be ſure you don't paſs 
#1 | EO The good Houſe Money Glaſs, 
Which the jolly red God fo peculiarly owns; 
11/14 Till well ſuit your Humour, 


> For pray what wou'd you more, 
Than 3 good Claret, and Bumpers, Squire 
ones 4 


Ye 


An 
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Ye Lovers, who pia | 
For Laſſes that oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine- 
For Lillies and Roſes, 
Wirth Eycs, Lips, and Noſes, 
Or Tip of an Ear: | ; 
Come hither, I'll ſhow you 
How Phillis and Chloe 
No-more ſhall occafion ſuch Sighs and ſuch Groans ; 
For what Mortal ſo ſtupid | 
As not to quit Cpid, 
When call'd by good Clarer, and 1 "Squire 
| Jones ? 


Ye Poets, who be 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's * 
Tho' all you get by't 
Is a Dinner oft- times, 
In Reward of your Rhymes, 
With Humpbry the Duke; 
| Learn Reach to- follow, 
And quit your 1 
Forſake all the Aſuſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old Crones; 
Our gingling of Glaſſes 
Your rhyming ſurpaſles, 
When crown'd with good ROY and * ba nes. 


Fones ? 


Ye Soldiers ſo ſtout, 
Wirth Plenty of Oaths, tho* no Plenty of Coin, 
Who make ſuch a Rut 
Of all your Commanders 
Who ſerv'd us in Flanders, 
And eke at the Boyne : 
Come leave off your rattling 
Of ſieging and _—_— 
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And know Wei much better to ſleep in whole Bones; 
Were you ſent to Gibraltar, 

| Your Note you'd ſoon alter, | 
And with for good Claret, and LO "Squire Jones. 


Ve Clergy ſo wiſe, 

Who Mytt'ries profound can demonſtrate moſt clear, 

How worthy to riſe! - 

You preach once a Week, 
But your 'Tythes never ſeek 
Above once in a Year : 
Come here wichout failing, 

And leave off your railin | 
*Gainſt Biſhops providing for dull ſtupid Drones ; 
Says the Text ſo divine, 

: What is Life withour Wine! 


a . Then A with the Claret, a —"__ Squire Foneg, 


1 EG Lawyers ſo juſt, 
1 the Cauſc wg it will, who ſo learnedly plcad, 
ortby of Truſt ! 

WE ©: You know Black, from White, 

Vet prefer W rong to Right, 

A. you chance to be fec d: 
i . Leave muſty Reports, 

i 1 | And forſake the K Courts, BY 

W Where Dulneſs and Diſcord have ſer up their Thrones; 1 
N Burn Salkeld and Yentris, 4 

. With all your d Entries 
9143 + And away wich the e a . 25 Squire Jones, 


hs Ve phy ſical Tribe, 
ki | Whoſe — conſiſts in ad Words and 
WM Grimace, 
. | = Whenc'er you preſcribe 
WW + | Have at your Devotion 


> Pills, Bolus, or Pocion, ; 
Be * 11 8 the Caſe: 


Pray 
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Pray where is the Need 
To purge, bliſter, and bleed? . 
When ailing yourſelves the whole Faculty owns, 
Tha. the Forms of old Galen 
Are not ſo prevailing 
As Mirth with good Claret, and Bumpers, Squire 


Zones. 


Ye Fox-Hunters eke, 
That foilow the Call of the Horn and the Hound, 
W ho your Ladies forſake 
Before they re awake, 
To beat up the Brake 
Where the Vermin 1s found : 
| Leave Piper and Blueman, 
Shrill Dutcheſs and Trueman; 
No Muſick is found in ſuch diſſonant Tones: 
Wou'd you raviſh your Ears, 
With P Songs of he Spheres, 4 
Hark ! away to the Claret, a Bumper, Squire Jones. 


SONG CLXI 
HE blooming Damſel, whoſe Defence 


Is adamantine Innocence, 
Requires no Guardian to attend 
Her Steps, for Modeſty's her Friend. 
Tho' her fair __ are weak to wield 


The glitt'r ear and maſly Shield ; 
Yet 5 te 1 5 bree and Fraud combin in 
She is an Amazon | in Mind. 


* \ 


— 


With this Artillery the goes 15 es 
Not only mongſt the harmleſs Beaux, Ty 
But ev'n unhurt and undiſmay'd, 


Views the long Sword and fierce Cockade. . 
Tho' all a Syren as ſhe talks, 1 
And all a Goddeſs as ſhe walks; 

Yet Decency each Motion guides, 


And Wiſdom o'er her T0 preſides. _ | "Place 


ol * 
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Place her in R#ſſia's how'ry Plains, 

Where a perpetual Winter reigns ; 

The Elements may raye and range, 

Yer her fixt Mind will never change. | 
Place her, Ambition, in thy Tou'rs, | 
Mongſt the more dangerous golden Show?rs ; 

Ev'n there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal Trihe, 

And fold her Arms againſt the Bribe. 


Leave her defenceleſs-and alone, 

A Pris'ner in the Torrid Zone, 

The Sunſhine there might vainly vie 
With the bright Luftre of her Eye; 

But Phœbus ſelf, with all his Fire, 

Could ne'er one unchaſte Thought inſpire ; 
But Virtue's Paths ſhe'd ill purſue, 
And ftill, ye Fair, would copy you. 


SONG CLXII. 
X T HEN Sappho truck the quiv'ring Lyre, 
The throbbing Breaſt was all on Fire: 
But when ſhe rais'd the vocal Lay, 
The captive Soul was charm'd away 


But had the Nymph, poſleſs'd with theſe, 
Thy ſofter, chaſter Pow'r to pleaſe ; 
Thy beauteous Air of ſprightly Youth, 
Thy natives Smiles of artleſs Truth ; 


The Worm of Grief had never prey'd 
On the forſaken, love-fick Maid ; 
Nor had ſhe mourn'd an hapleſs Flame, 
Nor daſh'd on Rocks her tender Frame. 


SONG clxIII. 
MILL me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my capacious Soul: 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
- Large as my capacious Squl. 2.14 
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Vaſt as my Thirſt is, let it have 


Depth enough to be my Grave ; 
[ nean the Grave of all my Gare, 
For I deſign to bury it there. 


[et it of Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me; 

Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars. 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my Capacious Soul, 


Y SONG CcLXIV. 


THEN Britain firſt, at Heav'n's Command, 
Aroſe from out the azure Main, 
This was the Charter of the Land, 
And guardian Angels ſung this Strain: 
Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves; 
Britons never will be Slaves. 


The Nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their Turns to Tyrants fall; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The Dread and Envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves ; 
Britons never will be Slaves. 


Should War, ſhould Faction ſhake thy Iſle, 
And ſink to Poverty and Shame; 
Heav'n ſtill ſhall on Britannia ſmile, | 
Reſtore her Wealth, and raiſe her Name, 
Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves; 5 
Britons never will be Slaves. 


As the loud Blaſt, that tears thy Skies, 
Serves but to root thy native Oak; 
Kill more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
From foreign, from 1 1 Stroke. 
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g Rule, Britannia, rule the Naves; 

Britons never vill be Slaves. 

| | 1 Go, fo 

| How bleſt the Prince, reſerv'd by Fate, Tho 

| In adverſe Days to mount thy Throne! An Em 

x Renew thy once triumphant State, By > 

1 And on thy Grandeur build his own ! 
| Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves ; Secure. 
Britons never <vill be Slaves. Wh 
| f | Mayſt 

| His Race ſhall long, in Times to come, And 
S580 Heav'n ordains, thy Sceptre wield ; 
bl Rever'd Abroad, belov'd at Home, Mayſt 
# And be at once thy Sword and Shield. Fron 
| 4 Rule, Britannia, rule the Waves ; 0 cou't 
+138 Britons never cuill be Slaves. To t 
2108 SONG CLXV, Go, K 
ou USY, curious, thirſty Fly, 15 
_ Drink with me, and drink as I; WIe 
ö | Freely welcome to my Cup, COM 
. Couldſt thou ſip and ſip it up: 
3K Make the moſt of Life you may, And w. 
ry Life is ſhort and wears away, And 
| 1 Life is ſhort and wears away. 1780 


- 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſt'ning quick to their Decline; 

Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 

5 Thoꝰ repeated to Threeſcore; 

T breeſcore Summers, when they're gone, 
. Will appear as ſhort as one, 
Will appear as ſhort as one. 
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SONG cLxvi. 


WES O, Virgin Kid, with lambent Kiſs, In hop, 
. | : Salute a Virgin's Hand : 2 The 
. Oo, ſenſeleſs Thing, and reap a Bliſs, When 
| 1 J hou canſt not underſtand. "I's; 
hy 

N ; 
. 1 % 


Go, 


2 * _ 
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Go, for in thee methinks I find, 
Tho? its not half ſo bright, 

An Emblem of her beauteous Mind, 
By Nature clad in White. 


Securely thou mayſt touch the Fair, 
Whom few ſecurely Can ; 

Mayſt preſs her Breaſt, her Lips, her Halr, 
And wanton with her Fan, 


Mayſt Coach it with her to and fro 
From Maſquerades and Plays; 

0 cou'dft thou hither come and go, 
To tell me what ſhe ſays. 


Go, Kid, and when the Morning's Cold 
Shall nib her lilly Arm, 9 

Do thou, O! might I be ſo bold, 

Wich Kiſſes make it warm. 


And when thy gloſſy Beauty's o'er, 
And all thy Charms are gone, 
Return to me, I'Il love thee more 

Than e'er I yet have done. 


SONG CLXVII 
HAT Med'cine can ſoften the Boſom's keen 


Smart? | 
What Lethe can baniſh the Pain? 
Mhat Cure can be met with to ſooth the fond Heart, 
That's broke by a faithleſs young Swain? 


In hopes to forget him how vainly I try, * 
The Sports of the Wake and the Green ? 

When Collin is dancing, I ſay with a Sigh, 
Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen 


P 2 = When 


172 
When to the pale Moon the ſoft Nightingales moan 


VM hoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 


And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 


Or drench her fond Fo 


And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
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In Accents ſo piercing and clear; [next ft 
You fing not ſo ſweetly, I cry with a Groan, And no! 
As when my dear Damon was here. | "oy [ 
And not 


A Garland of Willow my Temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluck it, ye Nymphs, from yon Grove; 
For there, to her Coſt, was poor Laura betray'd, 

And Damon pretended to love. 


SONG CLXVII. 


E Mortals whom Fancies and Troubles perplex, 
W hom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex; 


Who rife without Joy, and lie down without Reſt: 
Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care, 


Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh'd for in vain, 
And young Ones the Rover they cannot regain ; 
The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
And Cloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd. 
Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 


The Wife, at one * 1 may forget all her Wants, 
| to forget her Gallants ; 

The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And-Yeſterday's Wreteh be quite happy To- day. 

Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 


* ” 


SONG CLXIX. 


Van ſay at your Feet that I wept in Deſpair, 


How could you believe all the Nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 


And vow'd that no Angel was ever ſo fair: * 
What know we of Angels ? 


4 meant it in joke, 
I next 


nts, 


ext 


[ rext ſtand indited for ſwearing to Love, 
and nothing but Death ſhould my Paſſion remove: 


| have lik'd you a Twelvemonth, a Calendar Year, 
And not yet contented ——have Conſcience, my Dear. 


SONG CLXX. 


HIS verdant Green was once my Pride, 
In calmer Hours my bleſt Retreat, 

Where Love and Collin did reſide; | 

"Twas Collin's Preſence made it ſweet. 
Twas Collin gave the beauteous Bloom; 

I iimply thought it it all your own; 
Convinc'd, I now can ſee the Gloom 

O'er ſpread each Flow'r, now he his gone. 


thought my Heart by Nature gay, 
When Collin was the only Cauſe ; 
Twas he inſpir'd each tuneful Lay, 
My Mirth but waited his Applauſe : 
Of all Delights he was the Source ; 
With him the Hours wing'd away ; - 
The envious Sun, with rapid Force, 
Made me regret the ſhorr'n'd Day. 


His Abſence now can lengthen Time ; 
Dull, tedious Moments ſeem as Years ; 
Th' exulting Sun, that gilds the Stream, 
Stands till, to ſcorn and mock my Tears. 
At Eve the Dew lends her kind Aid 
To Flow'rs, who drooping does recline ; 
Like me, they bend their mournful Head) 
And ſeem to mingle Grief with mine. 


SONG CLXXI. 


Y E Medley of Mortals that make up this Throns. 
Spare your Wit for a Moment, and lift' to ny 
Song; 8 f 


What 
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What you would not expect here my Wit ſhall be 


new; 
And, what is more ſtrange, ev'ry Word ſhall be true. 
Sing tantararara Truth all, Truth all, 

Sing tantararara Truth all. 


| Nor a Toy in the Place you'll buy cheaper than mine; 
Bring your Laſſes to me, and you'll. fave all your Coin; 
The Ladies alone will pay dear for my Skill, 

For, if they will hear me— their Tongues muſt lie ſtill, 
Sing tantararara mute all, Ec. 


Tho' our Revels are ſcorn d by the Grave and the W iſe, 
Yer they practiſe all Day, what. they ſeem to deſpiſe; 
Examine Mankind from the Great to the Small, 

Each Mortal's diſguis'd and the World is a Ball. 

Sing tantararara Masks all, Ec. 


The Parſon, brimful of October and Grace, 

With a long taper Pipe, and a round ruddy Face, 
Will rail at our Doings, but when it is dark, 

The Doctor's ann: and. led home by the Clerk. 
Sing tantararara Masks all, Sc. 


The fierce roaring Blade, with long Sword and cock'd 
Hat, 

Who with Zounds he did. this, and. with Sblood he'll 
do that; 

When he comes to his Trial he fails in his Part, 


And proves that his Looks were but Masks to his 


Heart. 


Ling tantararara Mazks all, Sec. 


The Beau acts the Rake, and will talk of Amours, 


Shews Letters from Wives, and RN from 
Whores: 


But a Creature ſo modeſt avoids all Diſgrace, 


For how would he bluſh, ſhould he meet Face to Face! 
dung tantararara Masks, Oc. * 
he 


be 


om 


*! 


he 


Sing tantararara Masks all, Oc. 


$109 tantararara Masks all, Masks all, h 
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The Courtiers and Patriots, mong other fine Things, 
Will talk of their Country, and love to their Kings; 
2titheir Masks will drop off, if you ſhake but rhe Pelf, 
And ſhew King and Country all center'd in ſelf. FR 
Ling tantararara Masks all, &c. 7A 


With an outſide of Virtue Miss Szueamiſh, the Prude, 
If you touch her, ſhe faints ; if you ſpeak, you are rude : 
Thus ſhe's prim and ſhe's coy, till her Bloſſoms are gone; 
And, when mellow, ſhe's pluck'd by the Coachman or 
John. 0 
Sing tantararara Masks all, sc. 


With a grave Mask of Wiſdom, ſay Phyſick and Law, 
In your Caſe there's no Fear, in your Cauſe there's no 

Flaw ; | y 
Till Death and the Judge have decreed, they look big, 


Then you find you have iruted—a full bottom Wig. 


Thus Life is no more than a Round of Decett ; 
Fach Neighbour will find that his next is a Cheat: 
Bu: if, O ye Mortals, theſg Tricks ye purſue, 

You at laſt cheat yourſclves—and the Devil cheats you 


ding tantararara Masks all. 


SONG CLXXIL 


N vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt * 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſeſt 
Or lov'd a fairer She: | 
Wou'd you, with Eaſe, at once be cur'd 
Of ail the Hs you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. - | 
- „ 
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If then you think that I can find 

A, Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears ? 

But if impartial you will prove 

To your own Beauty and my Love, 

Hou needleſs are your Tears! 


If in my Way I ſhou'd, by Chance, 

Give or receive a wanton Glance, 

I like bur. while I view: 

How flight the Glance, how faint the Kiſs, 

Compar d to that ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
Which I receive from you 


With wanton Flight the curious Bee 
From to Flow'r to Flow'r ſtill wanders free, 
And where each Bloſſom blows, 
Extract the Juice of all he meets; 
But for his Quinteſſence of Sweets 
He raviſhes the Roſe. | 


So I, my Fancy to employ 
In each Variety of Joy 
From Nymph to Nymph do roam, 
Perhaps ſee fifty in a Day; 
They're all bur Viſits which I pay, 


For Chloe's fill my Home. 
SONG CLXXIIL 
. artful Voice, young Thirſr, you 


In vain perſuade me you are true, 
Since that can never be; 
For he's no Proſelyte of mine, 
That offers at another's Shrine 


Thoſe Vows he made to me. 2 8 


The faithleſs, fickle, wav'ring Loon, 
That changes of ner than the N 


- 
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Courts each new Face he meets, * 
Snelis ev*ry fragrant Flow'r that blows, 
Yer {lily calls the bluſhing Roſe 

His Quinteſſence of Sweets. 


do, Thirſs, when in wanton Play, 
From Fair to Fair you fondly Rray, 
And fteal from each a Kits ; 
It hows, if what you ſay be true, 
A ſickly Appetite iti you, 
And no ſubſtantial Bliſs. 


For you, inconſtant, roving Swain, 

Tho' ſeemingly you hug your Chain, 
Wou'd fain, I know, ger free, 

To {ip freſh balmy Sweets of Love, 

From Bow'r to Bow'r inceſſant rove, 
And imitate your Bee. 


Then calm that flutt'ring Thing your Heart, 
Let it admit no other . 

But reſt with me alone; 
For while, dear Bee, you rove and ſing, 
Should you return without your Sting, 

I'd not protect a Drone. 


SONG CLXXIV. 


177 


T the Brow of a Hill a fair Shepherdeſs dwelt, 


Who the Pangs of Ambition or Love had ne'er | | 


felt; 
A few ſober Maxims ill ran in her Head, 


That *twas better to earn e'cr ſhe eat her brown Bread - 
That to riſe with the Lark was conducive to Health, 
And to Folks in a Cottage Contentment was Wealth. 


Young Roger that liv'd in the Valley below, 


Who at Church and at Market was reckon'd a Beau, 


3 


 Wou'd 
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Wou' d oftentimes try o'er her Heart to prevail, 


And reſt on his Pitchfork to tell her his Tale: 


Till his winning Behaviour ſo wrought on her Heart, 
That quite artleſs herſelf ſhe ſuſpected no Art. 


He flatter'd, proteſted, he kneel'd and implor'd, 

And wou'd lie with the Grandeur and Air of a Lord; 
Her Eyes he commended with Language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the Tortures he felt in his Breaſt : 
With his Sighs and his Tears he ſo ſoften'd her Mind, 
That in downright Compaſhon to Love ſhe inclin'd. 


But as ſoon as he'd melted the Ice of her Breaſt, 
The Heat of his Paſſion that Moment decreas'd ; 
And now he goes flaunting all over the Vale, 

And boaſts of his Conqueſt to Richard and Hal; 
"Tho" he ſees her but ſeldom, he's always in Haſte, 
And whenever he mentions her, makes her: his Jeſt, 


Take heed, ye young Virgins of Britan's fair Iſle, 
How you venture your Hearts for a Look or a Smile; 


| q For young Cupid 1s artful, and Virgins are frail, 


And you'll find a falſe Roger in every Vale, 


Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all their 


Skill; ; 


4 But remember the Laſs at the Brow of the Hill. 


SONG CLXXV. 
A V HAT Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is, 


Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 
To mingle ſweet Pleaſure with Search after Treaſure, 
 Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day: 
And while the dull Miſer eſteems himſelf wiſer, 
His Bags to encreaſe while his Health does decay, 


Our Souls-we enlighten, our Fancies we brighcen, 


And pals the long Ev'niugs in Pleaſure away. 
All 


ne WREATH. "9; 


al chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide Party, 
t With ſome render Fair the bright Bumper is 
crown'd ; | - 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd : ' 
See here's our Phytictan, we know no Ambition, 
Bur where there's good Wine and good Company 
found ; | 
d, Thus happy together, in ſpite of all Weather, 
Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year round. 


SONG CLXXVL 


HILST I fondly view the Charmer, 
Thus the God of Love I ſue, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
'* Cupid, if you love me, do. 


„Of a thouſands Sweets bereave her, 
; Rob her Neck, and Lips, and Eyes, 
The Remainder {till will leave her 
% Pow'r enough to ty rannize. | 2's 


© Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion 
„Still in ev ry Breaſt will move; 
More is Supererogation, 
Mere Idolatry of Love. 


Lou may dreſs a World of Chloes 
In the Beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear him, Cupid, who no Foe is 
275 Jo your Altars, or the Fair.“ 


* Fooliſh Mortal, pray be eaſy, 
Angry Cupid made reply; 

% Do Florella Charms dilpleaſe you? 
Die then, tuoliſh Mortal, die. 


Ab. 
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« Fancy not that I'll deprive her 8 
« Of the captivating Store; 
« Shepherd, no, I'd rather give her 
% Twenty thouſand Beauties more. 


Were Flrella proud and ſour, 
Apt to mock a Lover's Care, 
( Tuſtly then you'd pray that Pow'r 
_ ** Shou'd be taken from the Faik. 


But ſhou'd I ſpread a Blemiſh o'er her, 
« No Relief in that you'd find; | 
Still, fond Shepherd, you'd adore her 
« For the Beauties of her Mind.“ 


- - SONG CLXXVII. 


NAT HEN Love and Youth cannot make Way, 


| Nor with the Fair avail, - 

To bend to Cupid's gentle Sway, 
What Art can then prevail? 
What Art can then prevail? 


{ll tell thee, Strephon, a Receipt, 
Of a moſt ſov'reign Pow'r ; 


If you the Stubborn would defear, 


Let drop a golden Shower, 
| Let drop, . 


This Method try'd enamour'd Jova, 
Before he could obtain | 
The cold regardleſs Danae's Love, 

Or conquer her Diſdain, 


Or conquer, &c. 


* 


By Cupid's ſelf J have been told, 
He never wounds a Heart 
So deep, as when he tips with Gold 
The fatal piercing Dart, 
The fatal piercing Dart. 
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Ss ONG cLIXXVIII. 


EAR Collin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain ? 
My Eyes have oft told you my Wiſhes ; 
Oh! can't you their Meaning explain? 
My Paſſion would loſe by Expreſſion, = 
And you to might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion 
Of what 1s too tender to name. ; 


Since yours is the Province of Speaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me:? 
Our Wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhall be. 
Then quickly why don't you diſcoyer ? 
Did your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over 2 
What I in my Boſom confine, 


SONG crxxIX. 


TYNEAR Madam, when Ladies are willing, | 


A Man muſt needs look like a Fool ; 
For me, I would not give a Shilling 
For one that can love out of Rule: 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for our Offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old Maids in Deſpair ; 


If you've liv'd till theſe Years without Proffers, | 


Your Sighs are now loſt in the Air, 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs. at your Bluſhin 
And not ſpeak the —— no plots : _ 
Tis ours to: be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a Diſdain. 


Q 
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—— 


That yowte in a terrible Taking, 
By all your fond opling I ſee; 
But the Fruit that will fall without ſhaking, 

Indeed, is too mellow for me. | 
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5 FNerella, firſt in Charms and Wit, | 

: In whoſe enchanting ſparkling Eyes. 
All the bright Soul's Perfection A | 
And ſuch reſiſtleſs Magick lies: 
Oh! can you, thus divinely fair, 
Suppoſe your Damon inſincere? 


To all the Circles of the Fair, | 
That grace the Court, the Ball, the Play, 
Let my ſod d doubting Nymph repair, 
And ev'ry ſhining Form ſurvey ; 
And if the meets her Equal there, 
Conclude her Damon e 


Or if my Fair ſhould chance to paſs 
(What Art for Beauty's Uſe deſign'd) 
The bright, unſullied, faithful Glaſs, 
_ Hfelf an Emblem of her Mind; 
Let her behold her Image there, 


And own I can't be inſincere. 


Let her furvey the roſy Bloom 
i) OD er all the lovely Face confeſt, 
And jet her ſparkling Eyes aſſume ; 
The Charms that rob my Soul of Reft 
And then, to bleſs my raviſh'd Ear, 
Contels 1 can't be inſincere. 


_ ia $ONG CLXXXI. 
N . Delia on the Plain appears, 
N Aw'd by a Thouſand tender Fears, 
| wou'd approach, but dare not move; 
Toll de, fy Heart, if this be Love? 


% 
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Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd Ear, — 
No other Voice but her's can bear, WM 
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No other's Wit but her's approve ; 
Tell me, my Heart, if this ts Love? 


If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeſt Friend, 
That Inftant Enemy I pou 5 
Tell me, my Heart, if this is Love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt Spring or ſhady Grove ; 
Tell me, my Heart, if this is Love? 


When arm'd with inſolent Diſdain, _. _ * 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my Pain, 1 
I trove to hate, but vainly ſtrove ; 

Tell me, my Heart, if this is Love? 


SONG CLXXXIL 
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OVE's a Dream of mighty Treaſure © 
Which in Fancy we poſſeſs; 3 
In the Folly lies the Pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs, 


When we think, by Paſſion heated, 
We a Goddeſs have in Chace, 

Like [xion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cloud.embrace, 


Happy only is the Lover, 
Whom his Miftreſs well deceives ; 
decking nothing to diſcover, - 
He contented lives at Eaſe. 
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But the Wretch, that would be knowing 
What the Fair One would diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own undoing, 
Changing happy to be wile. 


SONG CLXXXIIL _ 


ROM all her fair loquacious Kind 
8 So diff'rent is my Roſalind, 
That not one Accent can J gain, 
To crown my Hopes, or ſooth my Pain. 


Ye Lovers, who can conftrue Sighs, 
And are th' Interpreters of Eyes, 

To Language all her Looks tranſlate, 
And in her Geſtures read my Fate. 


And if in them you chance to find 
Aught that is gentle, aught that's kind; 
Adicu mean Hopes of being great, | 
And all the Littleneſs of State. 


All Thoughts of Grandeur I'll deſpiſe, 
That from Dependence take their Riſe-; 
To ſerve her ſhall be my Employ, 
And Love's ſweet Agony my Joy. 


SONG CLXXXIY, 


HAT beauteous Scenes inchant my Sight! 
| How cloſely yonder Vine 
Does round that Elm's ſupporting Height 
Her wanton Ringlets twine ! 
That Elm, no more a barren Shade, 
Is with her Cluſters crown'd ; 
And that fair Vine, without its Aid, 
Had crept along the Ground. 
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Let this, my Fair One, move thy Heart, 2 
Connubial Joys to prove: e 
But mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Lore. 4 
Know thy own Blifs and joy to hear 
Vartumnus loves thy Charms, 
The youthful God that rules the Year, 
And keeps the Groves from Harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd Paſſions glow, 
His Love remains the ſame * 
On him alone thy Heart beſtow, 
And crown his conſtant Flame : 
So ſhall no Froſt's umimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring : 
80 ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſt ſecure, hy 
Their wonted Tribute bring. 


SONG cLXXXV. 


LOW, ye bleak Winds, around my Head, 
And ſooth my Heart-corroding Care : 
flaſh round my Brows, ye Lightnings red, 
And blaſt the Laurels planted there: 
But may the Maid, where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me, 
Think not of my Diſtreſs nor me. 


Let all the Traces of our Love | 
Be ever blotred from her Mind ; 
May from her Breaſt my Vows remove, 
And no Remembrance leave behind: 
But may the Maid, &c. 


O may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my Soul of Reſt ! 
Wiſdom's Aſſiſtance is too poor, 
To calm the Tempeſt in my Breaſt: 
But may the Maid, Sc. | 
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Come, Death, O come, thou friendly Sleep, 
Ard with my Sorrows lay me low; 
And ſhould the gentle Virgin weep⸗ 
Nor Tharp, nor laſting be her Woe : 
But may ſhe think, where'er ſhe be, 
No more of my, Diſtreſs nar me, 
No more of my Diſtreſs nor me, 


SONG CEXXXVI. 


e »- 
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"HERE now are all my flatt'ring Dreams of Joy? 
Monimia, give my Soul her wonted Reſt ; 
Since firſt thy Beauty fix'd my roving — * 2 
Heart-gnawing Cares corrode my penſive Breaſt, 


2 - = — 
2 _ 3 0 N 4 ho Yes, wor rs 
” Ec IE - 
— * 7 P - 2 333200 1 ut 
"7 b 


— 2 5 — nt 
K = . 
_ a 
1 . - 
r ad” mY F. 
i ” 4 — * 
3 on. „ ——— PEW 


3 


Let happy-Lovers fly where Pleaſures call, 
With feſtive Songs beguile the fleeting Hour ; 

Lead Beauty through the Mazes of the Ball, 

Or preſs her wanton in Love's roſeate Bow'r. 
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For me, no more Þ1l range th' empurpled Mead, 
Where Shepherds pipe, and Virgins dance around; 

Nor wander thro' the Woodbine's tragrant Shade, 
To hear the Muſick of the Grove reſound. 


Il ſeek ſome lonely Church, or dreary Cell, 
Where Fancy paints the glimm'ring Taper blue; 
Where Damps hang mould'ring on the ivy'd Wall,. 

And ſheered Ghoſts drink vp the Midnight Dew. 


There leagu'd with hopeleſs Anguith and Deſpair, 0 
Awhile in Silence o er my Fate repine; 
Then, with a long Farewel to Love and Care, 

Jo kindred Duft my weary'd Limbs reſign. T 

Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a gracious Tear A 


On the cold Grave where all my Sorrows reſt ? 
Wilt thou Rrew Flow'rs, applaud my Love fincerc,, 
Aud bid the Turf lie light upon my Breaſt? 


SONG 
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Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little Birds that fly 

Wich careleſs Eaſe, from Tree to Tree, 
Were not ſo bleſt as I. | 


Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream? 
Or ask the flying Gales, if cer 
I leat a Sigh to them ? 


But now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught, 

The tender Chains of ſweer Deſire 

Are fix'd upon my Thought. 


An eager Hope within my Breaſt " i 
Does ev'ry Doubt controul, 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
Tae Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Le Swains that haunt the Grove, 
Ye gentle Echoes, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love. 


With Jof Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Deſign: 

Oh! teach a young unpractisd Heart 
To make her ever mine, FH 


The very Thought of Change I hate, 9 
As much as of Deſpair; 1 | 

Ard hardly Covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


= 


» \ 


is 7% WREATH. 
Wl. Tis true, the Paſſion in my Mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft Diftreſs; - 
Vet, whilſt the Fair I love is kind, 


I cannot wiſh for leſs, : . 
„ SONG CLXXXVIN. 
3700 HE brighteſt Bloom the Roſe diſplays, g 
5 When gilded by Auroras Rays, 


Tuc faireft Lilly of the Fields, 
Or cultivated Garden yields, 

Are like the Sun by Clouds inclos'd, 
When to Clarinda's Charms oppos d. 


The Cy rian Goddeſs far leſs fair 


Did riſing from the Waves appear, - Ole 
When ev'ry gazing Eye admir'd, | | + i 
And -v'ry throbbing Heart deſir'd: | His 
She's but a Foil, nor can compare / 

For comely Preſence to the Fair. * 

The rural Nymph, that rules the Shade, WI 

In Robes of Chaſtity arzay'd, PT 1 
I, for a Type of her bright Mind, 

* The neareſt Emblem I can fd; © Let 
4 s, fair a Form, as fair a Fame, JE. 

What was Diana is the Dame, In! 
N / 

As Venut fair, Lucretia's Truth, 0 La 

Ainervas Wit, Love's blooming Youth, 1 

7 Great Juno's Majeſty di ine, WI 

$11 In her unparalle'd combine; £ 
The Flow'rs, by gentle Zephyrs preſt, 

Are Emblems of her fragrant Breaſt. " 

If ſuch a one can bleſs Mankind, Te 


In Woman if Content we find, 
5 g | Judge, 


2 4 4 | , 
. 4 5 7 L : 
1 * * 


adge, Lovers, judge what I enjoy; TY 

— great the Bliſs which ne'er can cloy! 
Since, with a Smile, the Nymph will own 
Her Hear t's Aﬀections are my own. 


SONG CLXXXIX. 


AFT me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Windſor's ſhady, kind Retreat; 

Where Sylvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the raging Dog- ſtar's Heat; 

Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds, 
Afford a rural calm Repoſe; 

Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


Old oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 
Along the ſmiling Valley plays; 
His olaſly Surfface chears the Eye, ; 
And thro the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays : 
His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell ; 
Where'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell. 


Let me thy clear, thy vielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And ftem thy gently-rowling Tide. 
Lay me, with ach Roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 
Where Water-Lillies paint the Ground, 
And bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade. 


* - * % 
* * * 
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Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt; 

Ye Nymphs, bind up her biken Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt, 
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O © haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 


To thee alone the Muſe ſhall fing, 
And warble thro” the vocal Grove. 


SONG CXC. 
BAUCIS * Firm N. 
HO” Baucis and I were th ancient and poor,” n 
We _ yet drove the Diſtreſs d from our Goo! 
oor * 2 1 
But ſtill of our Little, a Little can ſpare 1 
To thoſe who, like us, Life's Infirmities bear. * 


Come, come, my good Friends, let us 0 in together, 

A Cup of good Liquor will keep out the Weather: 

Our _ all are great, tho“ our Means are but 
| ma 

Yor recheartly welcome, and that's beſt of all. 


" You're welcome at our humble Board to partake 
Of a Jug of good Ale; and-a good Barley Cake ; 
A good —. Fire as high as your Noſe, 
And a cleanly warm Bec: er old Limbs to repoſe, 


Ee + Ve know no Ambition” we "IH no Eſtate, 
No Porter to worry the Poor from our Gate: 
We earn what we fend, and we pay as we 80 
11 were not amiſs HE the Rich would do fo, 


SONG CXCI, 


101 | ephon, why that clondy Porcheed? 

11: BY STi ſo vainly croſs'd thoſe Arms? 

Silly Swain thy Aſpect horrid 
;Bather frightens | her, than charms. 


ur 


ut 


* 
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Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, 
Fling away thy Myrtle Wreath ; 


Bumpers large of gen'rons Claret „„ 
Make thee Love and Raptures breathe, 


dacrifice this Juice prolific 
To each Letter of her Name; 
Bacchus deem'd it a Specifick, 
Why not Mortals do the ſame ? 


See the high-charg'd Goblet ſmiling, 
Bids thee, Strephon, drink and prove, 

Wine's the Liquor moſt beguiling ; 
Wine's the Weapon conquers Love. 


B 


When ſtruggling to get free! 5 1 


SONG CXCII. 
ENE ATH the Weight of hapleſs Love, 


How weak does ev'ry Effort prove, 


In vain againſt the fatal Darts 


The 


tender Soul its Force exerts, 


And pants for Liberty. 


Within the Maze abſtruſe we range, 


And ſeek to find the bliſsful Change, ** 
But ſtill within the Ring; 


At length the toilſome Task refign, 
And wait till Beauty's Charms divine 
Their pleaſing Solace bring. 


Ah me | from whence aroſe that Pow'r 
Which blights the ſweetly-blooming Flow'r, 
The Violet of Peace? 8 
Oh! gentle Maid, why ſtings the Smart? 
Why throbs my once fo blithſome Heart; 

With Pains that ſtill increaſe ? 
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But ſhould noyrfeeling Senſe of Pain 


To calmer Peace my Soul veſign'd 
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Oh! why did Heav'n.to Delia give, 

On whom my Soul muſt ever live, 
Such Beauty to deſtroy ? 

Why rather gave it not the Maid 


' Thoſe Beauties which can never fade, 
The Smile-diffuſing Joy: 


How long, O cruel Maid, muſt J 


Emit the ee ee Sigh, . 


| How long in Grief decline? 
-Shall thoſe dear Eyes no Picy ſhow 
To him whoſe ſad increaſing Woe 
Would pierce each Heart but thine ? 


Oh! lovely Delia, learn to prize 
The Heart, whoſe Happineſs relies 
And lives alone on thee: 


A Indulge one render Thought, my Fair, 
Oh! think on Sorrow, Grief, and Care, 


And then you'll pity me. 


Upon thy ſofter Minutes gain, 
Nor touch thy cruel Breaſt ; 


Shall bleſs thee, Delia, tho' unkind, 
And die, and be at ref. 


5 SONG cxcin. 


LOW on ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Rain, 
To footh my tender Woes; + | 
Your ſolemn Muſic lulls my Pain, 
And gives me ſhort Repoſe. 


The Sun that makes all Nature gay, 

Diſturbs my weary'd Eyes; 
And in dark Shades I waſte the Day; 
Where Echo {lceping lies, 
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Then pity me, O gentle Love, | 
And come to my Relief - 

Leſt Innocence and V irtue prove 


A Sacrifice to Grief. 


SONG -CXCIvV. 


His Darts were tip'd with pointed Flame ; 
u ſleep, he cry'd, devoid of Care, 
Nor languiſh yet for any Fair: 


| [ Once ſaw Cupid in a Dream; 
0 


Look here, and love. With that he drew 
Upon the Wall, full in my View, 

A Maid with ſo divine a Face, 

As ſeem'd of more than mortal Race. 


He laid the Colours with ſuch Art, 
And gave to ev'ry moving Part 

Such juſt Proportion, that the Whole 
Seem'd more to have than want a Soul. 


With Arrow's Point he limn'd an Eye, 
By whoſe keen Rays might Thouſands die: 
No Colours could have done fo well, 

Or Half their Warmth or Brightneſs tell. 


I woke; and willing to obey, 

Eer ſince confeſs fair Chloe's Sway. 

What Heart ſo cold, as having felt 

Thoſe Flames her Eyes, and not to melt! N 


SONG CXC. 


HE Man that is drunk is void of all Care, 
. He needs neither Parthian Quiver nor Spear: 


ne Moor's poiſon'd Dart he ſcorns for to wield ; 
His Bottle alone is his 1 and Spield. / 


Undaunted 


"hen 
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Uudaunted he goes among Bullies and Whores, 
Demoliſhes Windows, and breaks àpen Doors; 
He revels all Night, is afraid of no Evil, 

And boldly defies both Proctor and Devil. 


As late I rode out, with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumbered neither with Care nor with Coin, 

| bold confronted a horrible Dun; | 

Affriglited, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 


No Monſter could put you to half fo much Fear, 
Should he in Apulia's Foreſt appear; 

In Atrica's Deſart there never was ſeen 

A Monker ſo hated by Gods and by Men. 


Come place me, ye Deities, under the Lire, 
Where grows not a Tree, nor a Plant, but the Vine, 
WE Oer hot burning Sands 1'll ſwelter and ſwear, 

> -Farctoctcd, wich nothing to keep off the Hear, 


Or place me where Sunſhine 1s ne'er to be found ; 
here the Earth 15 with Winter eternally bound, 
Even there I would nought but my Bottle require; 
My Bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with Fire. 


My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules 3 


W ho minds them bur dull philoſophical Foals ? 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, 
"Tis Time enough then for to fit down and think. 


*T'was thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 
For he thought Ariſtotle an Aſs for his Pain : 
Bis Sorrows he us'd in full Bumpers to drown, 


Ard when he was drunk then the World was his own. 


This World is a Tavern, with Liquor well ſtor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord: 


— 


My 
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My Life is the Reck'ning, which frecly Ii pay . | 
Aud when I'm dead drunk, then I'Il ſtagger away. 


SONG CXcvl. 


S ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd into F orm, 1 
And the firſt Race of Men knew a Good from 


gs Hara; : £ | 
They quickly did join, 


In a Knowledge divine, 


That the World's chicfeft, Bleſſings were Women and 


Wine: MES 
Since when by Example, improving Deepen 
Wine governs our Days, and Beauty our Nights, 
Love on then and drink, 5 
Tis a Folly to think 
On a Myſtery out of our reaches; 
. Be moral in Thought, 
Jo be merry's no Fault, 1 
Tho' an Elder the contrary preaches 
For never, my Friends, | 
Never, never 'my Friends, 


Never, never, my Friends, was an Age of more Vice, 


Then when Knaves would ſeem pious, and Fools would 
ſeem wiſe, | r 


SO NG cxcvn. 
8 AMINT OR. 
Paſtora's come, with Myrtle. crown'd, 
To bleſs. her fond Amintor's Side, 
To bleſs her fond Amintor's Side: 
The Sun, in his extenfive Round, 


Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweer, ſo fair a Bride, 
Ne'er ſaw ſo ſweet, ſo fair a Bride. 


* +Ri'3 
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PASTORA, ||; 
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8 PAST ORA. 

If to be true is ſweet and fair, 
Paſtora with Lucinda vies, 
Paſtora, &c. | 

And ſweeter ſhe than is the Air, bs 
That fleets beneath Arabian Skies, 
That fleets, Sc. 4 


| AMINTOR. 
| The Fields and Groves, each Hill and Vale, | 
] Have witneſs'd to my faithful Vow, W 
| | Have witneſs'd, Sc. 


Long had I ſigh'd my am'rous Tale, | Tl 
Bur ev'ry Care's requited now, 6, 

But ev'ry, o. | 

1 „ 6+ Þ 

Without a Bluſh I here repeat 

| What to the Nymphs I told before, 
What to the Nymphs, Sc. „ 

For thee my tender Heart does beat, 


Poſleſs'd of thee I ask no more, 
Poſſeſs d of thee, Ec. 


anon 
Thus with this Wreath I crown thy Brows, 
And with this Kiſs my Love I ſeal, 

Mt | And with this Kifs, Sec. 2 
And may I, when I break my Vows, 


* 


[i 93 H The Pangs of tortur d Lovers feel, 
WL The Pangs, Oc. 


* „ A 
Should I, ungrateful to my Swain, 
1 Afflict him with domeſtick Strife, 
BT Afict him with domeſtick Strife, 
May I be driven from the Plain 
By ev'ry virtuous Maid and Wife, 
By ev'ry virtuous Maid and Wife. 
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SONG CR II. 
Fe nad ye Minutes, till Comas receive 


give; I 
The Bowl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in Return yield Raptures of Love. 


Without Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, 
All Grandeur inſipid, and Riches a Pain; 
The moſt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave : 


The nameleſs ſoft Tranſports that Beauty can 


Love and Wine give, ye Gods, or take back what 


ye gave. 


CHORUS. 
Away, away, away, | 


There Night outſhines the Day, 
Tbere yields the melting 2 


To Comus' Court repair ; : * | 
_ OS | 1 


_ $ONG..CXCIX. 
JENNY. 


Bloom, WT 

And Cowflips and Vi'lets the Meadows perfume ;  -.. 
While Kids are diſporting, and Birds fill the Spray, 
I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May, 

I wair for my Jockey to hail the new May. 


| JOCK EY; 
Among the young Lillies, my Jenny, T've ſtray'd, 


Pinks, Daiſies, and Woodbines J bring to my Maid; 


Here's Thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and Lavender gay, 

A Poſey to form for my Queen of the ay, 

A. Poſey to form, Se. po (24h 
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TERN Winter has left us, the Trees are in 
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= INM * 4 
FR Ah f Jockey, I fear you intend to beguile ; Tl 
WW When ſeated with Molly laſt Night on a Stile, | 
WW You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and aye, 
Mk Forgetting poor Jenny, your Queen of the May, Of 
- | Forgetting poor Jenny, &c. \ A\ 
" : JDCERY. 5 
Voung ii is handſome in Shepherd's green Dreſs, | 
He gave you thoſe Ribbons that hang at your Breaſt, 
Beſides three ſweet Kiſſes upon the new Hay; 
Was that done like Jenny, my Queen of the Alay ? 
Was that done like Jenny, &c. | F 
2 7 | 
I This Garland of Roſes no longer I prize, 
Since Jockey, falſe hearted, bY Paſſon denies; V 
1 1 Ne Flowers ſo Ys this Inſtant decay, 
Hor Jenny's no longer the Queen of the May, 
{Il * For Jennys no longer, &c. | FI 
= Believe me, dear Maiden, your Lover you wrong, " 
mr Your Name is for ever the Theme of my Song; 
From the Dews of pale Eve to the Dawning of Day, 15 
ll ing but of Jenny, my Queen of the May, 1 
Wi! I ſing bur of Jenny, & | 
1 JENNY. ; 
Again balmy Comfort with Tranfport I view, 'T 
v1.18 th My Fears are all vaniſh'd, fince Fockey is true; 
Then to our blythe Shepherds the News I'll convey, 
That Jenny alone you've crown'd Queen of the Hay, 
That Jenny alone, &c. ; 
_: JOCKEY. | 
If! Ofcv'ry Degree, ye young Lovers, draw near, V 
Avoid all Suſpicion, whate ber may appear ; 


bj Believe 
. . 3 


be WREATH. 
Belive not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd betray: 


Then come, my dear Jenm, and hail the new Mays 
Then come, See. : 0 e. 


DUET... 
Of ev'ry Degree; ye young Lovers, draw near, 
Avoid all Suſpicion, whate'er may a r; 
Believe not your Eyes, if your Peace they'd betray : 
Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the new May, 
Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the new Aa). 


SONG CC. 


" 


HE 
ſhone gay, 
And Philomel chaunted her Love- labour'd Song, 
When the Nymphs and the Swains in their 
| Array, 

To chuſe a May-Lady, mov'd ſportive along. 
Each Swain burſt with Ardour his Nymph to create, 
And each Nymph with ſoft Glances 

fond Mate, | 
And each one impatietitly watted her Fate. 


How vain where their Wiſhes ? Maria appear'd, 
Like Beauty's fair Goddeſs encircled with Bone; 
With Graces attractive each Heart ſhe endear'd, 
In Majeſty paſſing the Conſort of Jou? 
The Swains round her moving glad Homage did pay; 
The Nymphs, witty wreath'd Garlands, no lon 
To crown Beauty's Paragon Queen of the 


1 


SONG CCL. 


E Nymphs who know the þ 

The gentle- feeling Pains, 
When Love informs the plowing Heart, 
And darts along the Veins; 


leaſing Smart, | 


299 } 


Meads and the Groves in freſh Verdure 


brighteſt 


xt caught her 
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* Direct an e e Fair, An 
| To- ſhun the ſoft, alluring Snare, 
And conquer the Arts of her Strephoy. 


| 


Screen'd from the Sun's too pow'rful Ray, 
In yonder conſctous Shade, r 

He ſung a pity-moving Lay, 

Of ſome too cruel Maid; | 5 

And, in the Language of mine Eyes, 

He Fead the Thoughts I wou'd diſguiſe : - | 

Oh! what can I think of my Swephon ? 


The genial Spring adorns the Groves, 

 - The Kids and Lambkins play; 

The Warblers tell their little Loves, 

| On ev'ry blooming Spray : l 
He cry'd, Can Chloe ſee all this, 

* And not conſent to toy and kiſs ?” 


f Oh! what can I think of my Serepbn ? & =. 1 
His Voice qdelights my liſt'ning Ear, J cc 
His graceful Mein mine Eye; — 
I bluſh when I behold him near, i A 1 
ö Whene'er he's abſent ſigag: | Anc 


| | Then an't I in a hopeful Way? 
For ſure the Victor of the Day, 
| j Will be th' all-conquering Strephon ! a 


* 8 ON G CCI. 
F Be Wine makes us gay, and Beauty leads on, 
1 Tis Beauty, *tis Beauty, *cis Reauty leads on, 


And with Pleaſure, with Pleaſure, with Pleaſure ſhall 


. Crown; ; g E.. 
Tis Reau:y leads on, and wich Pleaſure ſhall crown; 
' *Tis the ſparkling Chamvaign, ſpall beirhten aur Joys 


* 
- 
> 


An the Raptures of Phillis, that nezer can clay 


| 4 
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In Mirth and Delight we'll frolick and plays * 
And jovial and jovial, we'll drink all the Day; 
With Bacchus and Cupid we'll frolick and play, 

With Clieeks red as Roſes, or Flowers in May: - 

"Tis the ſparkling Champaign, &C. es 


Ye Sons of dull Care, tis Woman and Wine, | 
Thoſe Bleſſings of Nature, and Jes Delights; 
To Man they were given to ſooth the dull Mind: | 
Then drink and be chearful, give Grief to the Wind. bl 

"Tis the ſparkling Champaign, ſhall heighten our oy, [4 
And the Raptures of Phillis, bat never can cloy. 9 


SONG cem. 


IT H Horns and with Hounds I waken the Day, 
And hie to my Woodland-Walks away; , 
I tuck up my Robe, and am buskin'd ſoon, 
And tie to my Forehead a wexing 1: 

I courſe the fleet Stag, unkennel the Fox, 

And chace the wild Goats o'er Summits of Rocks: 4 
With Shouting, and Hooting, we pierce thro* the Sky," | 
And Echo turns Hunter and doubles the Crx. 


"ow. 


SONG ccav. 


OME all you young Lovertwho wan with De 
Compoſe-idle Sonnets, and ſigh for the Fair F© 

Who puff up their Pride by enhancing their Chari 

And tell them *ctis Heav'n to lie in tleir Arms: 


Be wiſe by. Example, take Pattern by me, | | 
For let what will happen, by Joe Fi he free, 3 
| Buy Jive PA 3591 1 


For ley <what will happen, by Jove TA © 2 5 | 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Net I was caught, A z 


I ly'd and 1 flatter'd, as Cuſtom had taught ; 3 
; | Voreſ d 
9 
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Fprefs'd her to Bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
But the Date of my. Paſſion expir'd wich the Moon. 1 


She vow'd ſhe was ruin d, I ſaid it might be; But t 

I'm ſorry, my Dear, but by Fove Pl be free, Th 

e Ei i WD By Jove 14 be free, &c. Ly 

k n 

The next was young Phillis as bright as the Morn, | 

The Love thar I proffer'd ſhe treated with Scorn ; Our . 

Tlaugh'd at ber Folly, and told her my Mind, Ou 

That none could be handſome, but ſuch as were kind: One 

Her Pride and Fil-nature were loſt upon me, Sta 
For in ſpite of fair Faces, by Jove Lil be free, 

; BV Jove J be free, &c. So 5 

Bloo! 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 

> - Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe : Di 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Birds they ling beſt, when they're put ins 
I e aer ? 
Confinementò the Devil, *twas ne'er made for me; 
Let who will be Bond-flaves, by Fove I'll be free, 
Z 5B!y Jove [ll be free, &c. 
Then let the brisk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 

In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful Laſs, - 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, 
Nor thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhould cool: 

I bill like the Sparrow, and rove like the Bee, 
For in ſpite of grave Leſſons, by Jove III be free, 

M i 85 4 ; | By Jove Tul be free; 
w in ſpite of grave Leſſons, by Jove J be free. 


(IN DA ſure's the brighteſt Thing 

Chat decks the Earth, or breathes our Air; 
a tire her Looks, like op'ning Spring, 
| 4 like the blooming Summer fair. 


But 
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But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her Charms appear to lie, 


Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 
And ftrike no farther than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſen: from the Feaſt ; 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with Aſpect bright, 
And tawdry Pride, a Tulip ſwell, 

Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 
Dull and inſipid to the Smell, 


SONG CCVI. 


Oddeſs of Eaſe, leave Letbe's Brink, 
Obſequious to the Mule and me; 

For once endure the Pain to think, 

O \weet Inſenſibiliry ! 
Srſter of Peace and Indolence, : 

Bring, Muſe, bring Numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of Senſe, - 

And ſweetly Thoughtleſs ler them flow, 


And ſweetly Thoughtleſs let them flow. _ . 


Near to ſome Co ſlip- painted Mead, 
There let me doze away dull Hours; 
And under me let Fleya ſpread 
A Sofa of her ſofteſt Flowers; 
Where, Philomel, your Notes you breathe , 
Forch from behind the neighb'ring Pine, 
While Murmurs of the Stream beneath _ ©. 
Still flow in Uniſon wih thine, | 
Still flow, Sc. 


For thee, O Idleneſs, the Woes 
Of Lite we patiently endure; 

Thou arr the Source whence Labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee fare ; ' 


-gog The WREATH. 
For who would bear War's Toil and Waſte, 
Or who the'thund'ring of the Sea, | 

But to be idle at the laſt, 

And find a pleaſing End in thee? - 
And find a pleaſing End in thee ? 


SONG CCII. 


OR ever Fortune, wilt thou prove * 
An -relenting Foe to Love? | 

And when we meet a mutual Heart, 

Come in between, and bid us part ; : 
Bid us ſigh on from Day to Day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh, the Soul away, 

*Till Youth and genial Years are flown, 

And all the Life of Life is gone ? 


But buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou, p 
To bind the loveleſs, joy leſs Vow ; 
The Heart from Pleaſure to delude, 
To join the Gentle to the Rude. 

For once, O Forcune, hear my Pray'r, 
And I abſolve thy future Care; 

| All other Bleſſings I reſign, 

| Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


SONG CCcvVII. 
Ejected as true Converts die, 


„ So, Faireſt, at your Feet I lie, 
a Of all my Sexes Faults aſham'd. 


Too long, alas ! have I defy'd 
The Force of Love's almighty Flame, 
And often did aloud deride 

His Godhead as an empty Name. 


But ſince ſo freely I confeſs , 

1 A Crime which may your Scorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs | 
By any juſt and fair Excuſe. 


But yet with fervent Thoughts inflam'd ; 


— . 


The WREATH, 
then did vulgar Joys purſue, 
Variety was all my Bliſs; 


But, ignorant of Love and you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs ? 


If ever now my wand'ring Eyes 
Search out Temptation as before; 
If once I look, but to deſpiſe | 


Their Charms, and value yours the more : 


way ſad Remorſe, and guilty Shame, 
evenge your Wrongs on faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremble ev'n to name, 


May I loſe all, in loſing thee, | 


SONG CCIX. 


EN from Winter's gloomy Scenes, 
The infant Spring appears; 
The Meadow, ſtrew'd with mingled Greens, 
An early Beauty wears. | 
The bulbous Winter-ſleeping Root, 
That late in Honours ſhed, 
Proud to diſplay the earlieſt Shoot, 
Peeps from the genial Bed, 3s 


4 


Snow-drops, in Virgin pure Attire, 
Their ſhame-fac'd Bloſſoms rear; 
And humble Crocus' golden Fire 
Adorns the gay Parterre. 
On moſſy Banks in ſhelt'ring Bow'rs, 
By mazy wand'ring Streams, 
The ſweet- blown Primroſe ſheds her Flow'rs 
To Phabus' vernal Beams. 


8 1 'D FR. 
Hail, Source of Light! great Lamp of ap 


What Joys from thee ariſe ! 
Nature revives when thou art nigh, : 
If thou depart ſhe dies. "Ix 


Groves, Woodlands, Hedge-rows, budding Scene, 


With warning Preludes ring; 


All Nature breathes a Joy ſerene, 


And hails the new-born Spring, 
3 3 8 i 
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SONG K N 
JOwW bleſt has my Time been ! what Days have 

known, I Ti 

vince Wedlock's ſoft Bondage made Jeſſy my own 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy n, Chain, Ce 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain, M 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. If 
Thro' Walks, grown with Woodbines, as often we fray, 1 
Around us our Boys and Girls frolick and play; Ce 
"How pleaſing there Sport is the wanton Ones fee, oy 


And borrow their Looks from my Jeſy and me, 4 
And borrow their Looks, Oc. 


To try her ſweet 'Temper, oft' times am I ſeen 

In Revels all Day, with the Nymphs on the Green; Fe 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, | 
And meets me at Night with Compliance and Smiles, 

And meets me at Night, Oc. | 


What tho' on her Cheek the Roſe loſes it Hue, 
Her Eaſe and good Eumour bloom all the Year thro'; 
Time ſtill, as he flies, brings Increaſe to her Truth, 
And- gives to her Mind what he ſteals from her Youth, 


ul 


And gives to her Mind, &c. 


Ve Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to enſnare, I 
- And cheat, with falle Vows, the too credulous Fair, 

In Search of true Pleaſure how vainly you roam; 

o hold it for Life, you muſt find it at Home, 

To hold it for Lite, you muſt find it at Home. 1 


SONG CCXI. 


OME, Roſalind, O come and ſee, 
| What Pleaſures are in Store for thee ; 
Ine Flowers in all their Sweets appear; 
The Fields their gayeſt Liv'ries wear, 
The Fields their gayeſt Liv'ries wear: 
The joyful Birds in every Grove, 
Now warble out their Songs of Love, 


Now warble out their Songs of Loy:: 


7% WREATH. 


- wth Mey ling, and Roſes bloom ; 

Aud Cin, thee, invites ro come 
Invites, to come ; 

Tay Collin, thee, invites to come, 


Come, Roſalind, and Collin join ; 
My tender Flecks and all are thine : 
If Love, and Roſalind, be here; 
Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, 
*Tis May and Pleaſure, & c. % 
Come, fee a Cottage, and a Swain; 
Tho can'ſt my. Love nor Gifts diſdain, - 
Thou can'ſt my Love, Ec. | 
Leave all behind, no longer ftay ; 
For Collin calls, then haſte away; 
| Then haſte away; 
For Collin calls, then haſte away, 


SONG CCXIE 


ASTORA, by ſome matchleſs Art, 

Firſt made me feel the Lover's Pain ; 
But ſoon my diſappointed Hearr, 
Like Noah's Dove return'd again. 


Another Reſting-place ir ſought, 
Intic'd by Phebe's ſprightly Mien; 

And, like that wand'ring Bird, it brought 
A certain Signal where 't had been. 


But ſoon as Emma bleſt my Sight, 


With all the Charms in Vircue's Store; 


Like that ſame Dove it took it's Flight, 
And, finding Reſt, return'd no more. 


SONG CCXIl. 


E verdant Hills, ye balmy Vales, 
Bear Witneſs of my Pains; 
How ofc have Shina's flow'ry Dales, 
Been taught my am rous Strains 
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KRetain the Name of her I love. 


LY 


To numb each gay Defire; _ 
+ Tho' ſeventy, Winters hoar my Head, 
My Heart is till on Fire: 

By moſſy Fount and Grot I rove, 
And gently murmur Songs of Love. 


In vain wou'd Age it's Ice beſpread, 


O!]! ſweeteſt of thy lovely Race, 
[ Unveil thy matchleſs Charms; 
Let me adore that Angel's Face, 


| And die within thy Arms; 
My ceaſeleſs Pangs thy Boſom move, 

{ To grant the juſt Returns of Love, 

. 4 8 SONG CCXIV. 


1 * 10 ſetting Day and riſing Morn, 


With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 


PII ask of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee ; 
III viſit oft the Birchin Buſh, 
WMhexre firſt thou kindly told me 
| Sweet Ta! *s of Love, and hid my Bluſh, 
| Whilſt round thou 1idſt enfold me. 


To all our Haimts I will repair, | 
By Green-Wood-Shaw, or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare, 
With thee, upon yon Mountain: 

_ There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 
| From Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, by Love is yours, 
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The wounded Oaks in yonder Gro fo. 
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